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FJ NEdicalions are the only. Fufbions in the World that 
are more diſliked for being univerſal ; and the 
_. Redſen ts, that they wery ſeldom fit the Perſons 
they Were made : for : But 1 h.pe te avoid the common 
. Qbliquy in this Atdrifi, by laying afide the Poet in every 
Thing but the Dramatick Decorum of ſuating my .Cha- 
radter ta the Perſon. y wa WOE 
From the. Part of Mirabel in this Play, and another 
 Charagter:in ane of my for mer, People are willing to com- 
. plement my Performance in drawing a gay, ſplendid. ge- 
_werous, eaſy, fine young Gentlemun. My Genius, 1 mujl 
confeſs, has a bent to that kind of Dejcrip ion; aud my 
Veneration for you, Sir, may paſs for ungueſtionable, ſince 
in all theſe happy Accem: lijhments you come ſo near to 
my darling Charafer, abating bis. Incorflancy... © 
What an unſpeakabie Bleſſing is Youth and Fortune, 
evhen a happy Underfianding comes ing to moderate the 
Defires of the firſt, and ta refine upon the Advantages of * 
the latter ; when a Gentleman iz Maſter of all Pleaſures, 
but a Slawe to none ; auho has tratelled, nat for the Cu- 
riofity of the Sight, but for the Improvement of the Mind's 
Eye; andwho returns full of every thing but himſelf f — 
An Author might ſay @ great dial more, but a Friend, 
bir, nay, an Enemy mult allow you this. - 
I ſhall here, Sir, meet with two Obftacles, your Mo 
defty, - and your Senſe ; the firſt, as a Cenſor upon the Sub- 
 JeR, . tht ſecond, as a Critick upon the Style: But I am ob- 
FH in my Purpoſe, and will maintain wht 1 ſay to the 
aft droy of my Pen ;, which 1 may the mare coldly under- 
gm. A3 take, 


t, 
Yeur Generofity and Eafineſs of Temper is not only ob- 
a 70us in your common Affairs and Converſation, but more 
HHainly evident in your darling Amuſement, that Oftrer 
and Dilater of the Mind, Muſick :— Frem yeur 
Aﬀetciion for thi: delightful Study, wwe may deduce the 
pleafing Harmony that is apparent in all your Atttons ; 
and be aſured, Sir, that a Perſon muff be poſeffed of a 
” very divine Soul, who is ſo much in love with the Enter- 
tainment of Angels. | DN ORR ON E553 "as 
. From your ns ef Mufich, if. there Fe any 
Pattry here, it has a Claim, ;" Right of Kindr:d," to 
yeur Pavan and "Af tion, Yeu were jleajed to lonrur 
the R- preſentation of this Pluy with your Appeorance at 
feverai Times, «hich flattered my Hopes that there might 
- be fothing init which your Goed-nature might: ex(aſe, 


Hah the Honear 1 here incend for myſelf, 1 likewiſe con- 
-fult the I-tereft of my Naticn, by ſpewirg a Perjon that 
it fo much a Reputation and Credit to "7 Count» y. | Be- 
fades all this,, 1 was willing, to make @ handſeme Gomple- 
. ment to the Place of my Pupilage ; by 'infirming: tha 
World that fo fine «a Gentleman had the Seeds of his Edu-. 
cation in the ſame Univerſity, and at the ſame Time 
"OO 7-1 es Shouts eto Er REAL: 
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' Your moſt Faihful, and” 
h Moſt Humble Servant, 
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TY vive. you hs Hiſtory, of this Pray, would 
but Rake the Reader and the Writer a Trouble: 
*- to no Purpoſe ; I ſhall 'only ſay, that r took. 
the - Hint from Flercher's Wild Gorſe Chaſe 5 and. to. 
thoſe ' who ſay that T have ſpoiled the Original, 
wiſh no" "er, Injury but that they. would "ſay. it 
vY 21. WAL \ 3 Ya9'3*'» 

LY to this\Sucteſs: Fob it, T think "tis but” a Rind of 
Cremona Buſineſs, I have neither Loſt, nor Won. ' F 

uſhed fairly, but the French were prepoſſefled, and'the 

Charms of Gallick Heels were too hard for an Englifs 
Brain*; bat I am proud $9 own, that-T have laid m 
Head at the: Ledies Feet.” The Favour vis undvoid.. 
able,*for we are a Nation {6 'very ford of im proving 
our Underſtandipg, that the InftruQion of a Play 
no good, when it comes in Competition with the Mo. 
ral jo a" Minute. '” Pliny tells us in his Natural Hiſtory, 
of El-phants that were taught to dance-on the Ropes ; 
if this could be made praQticable now, what a Num- 
ber. of Sub/crip!ions might be had to bring the Great 
Mats: 0 out of F,zet-fireet, anc Pake him dance. between. 
the Acts ! | 

I remember; that about two Years ago, I had a 
Gentleman from France * that brought the Play-bouſe 
ſome fifty Audiences in five Months ; then wby ſhould- 
I be ſurprized to find a French Lady do as much ? 'Tis, 
the prettieſt Way in the World of deſpiſing the Frexch 
King, to let him ſee that we can afford Money to bribe: 
yay. his * FAD when he, poor yy has ———— 


'. Conſtant _—_ e. | 
A. 4 ; alk 


$ PRBEAGCE. 
_ all his Stock;- 4n- buying ſome ipitifut Towns and 
Priricipalities : Cum thaltrs lic] What cant be a great- 
er Complement to dur generous Nation,” than to/hive 
the:iLady:' upon her ' F; -tour to Puris, boaſt 'of her 
ſplendid -Entertainment in Z-g/and, of the Comp'ai- * 
{ance, Liberty;: and Good-nature . of a- People, that 
thronged her Houſe ſo full, that ſhe had not roon'to 
ſtick a Pin ;. and left a poor Fellowz-thathad the Mis- 
fortune of being one of themſelves, withoat one 
Farthing for half a Year's Pains that he had taken ſor 
their-Emeaigment? 5 Ho ni fe 6954S 
- There were ſome Gentlemen in the Pit the fift 
Night, that took the Hint from the Prologue to damn 
the Play ; but they - made ſuch a Noiſe inithe Execo-_ 
tion, that the People took the Outcry for a'Reprieve ; 
ſo that the: darling Miſchief was over-laid ' by their 
over-fondneſs of the Changeling: "Tis ſomewhat hard, 
that Gentlemen ſhould debaſe themſelves into a FaQtion 
of a Dozen, to ſtab a ſingle Perſon, who never had the 
 Refſolation to face two Men at a Time ; if he has had 
the Misfortune of ary Miſunderſtanding with a parti- 
cular Perfon, he has had a particular Perſon to anſwer 
it: But theſe Sparks would be remarkable in their Re- 
ſentment ; and if any Body falls under their Diſplea- 
ſure, they ſcorn to call him to a particular Account, 
but will very honourably burn his Houſe, or pick his . 
Pocket. | | | 
The New-Heouſe has perfealy made me a Convert 
by their Civili'y on my fixth- Night : For to be Friends, 
and reverged at the ſame "Time, I muſt give them a 
Play, that is, —— when T write another, For FaQion 
runs ſo high, that I could wiſh the Senate would ſup- 
preis the Houſes, or put in force the AQ againſt bri- 
bing EleCtions; that Houſe which has the moſt Fa- 
vours to beſtow, will certainly carry it, "ſpight of 
all poerical Juſtice that would ſupport rother 
| I have heard ſome People ſo extravagantly angry. at 
this Play, that one would think they had no reaton to 
be diſpleaſed at all ; whilſt ſome (otherwiſe Men of 
' good Senſe) have commended it ſo much, that Sur 
ES | Y Ly we alral 


PREFACE ot: 


afraid they ridiculed meg: ſo that between. both,/1 2m 
abſolutely at-a-L of what to. think.on's : -For-tho'-fhe 
Caule has. come-on ſix Days ſucceflively,; yet the: Trial, 
I fancy, is not determined. When our; Devotion - to. 
Lent, and our Lady, is over. the Buſineſs will.be brought 
on again, and then we. ſhall have fair Ha. - opoent | 
Money oY F% 2 lagnk wdfhegn ants 

Theres a Gntlethad of: the 4 £ Jndeiflandiog, 
und a very good Critick, who ſaid: of Me. Wks; that 
in this Part he out-aQted himſelf, and all-Men that he: 
:evet ſaw; FE would not rob:Mr. Wilks, 'by:a wotſe Ex- 
preflion of .mine, of :a Complement. that. he io much. 
deſerves. -. 

I had almoſt forgot to tell you. that the Tvtn of 
Plot in the laſt AR, is an Adventure of Chevalier: de 
Chaftillen at Paris, and Matteriof Fact; but the Thing 
1s ſo univerſally. known, that I thigk.this Advice-might 
have been ſpared, as.well as al! the reſt of the Drain 
for any good it. will. do cither. tg me or the Play. 
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That was En _ Grſt Night, occland 
ſuch Additions from Mr. , who ſpoke 
it, that they are beſt if buried and forgot. 

- But'the following ProLoGuUs is lite- 
rally the ſame that was intended for the 
Play, and written by Mr. Motteus. 


IKE bungry Gueſls, a Fiing Audience bobs: ; 
Plays are like Suppers: Poets are the Cooks. 
The Founders You : The Table is this Place: 
The Carwers we: The Prolegue is the Grace. 
ZFach Aa, a Courſe ; each Scene a different Diſs : 
Tho' we're in Lent, I doubt you re {ill for Fleſh. 
Satyr's the Sauce, high-ſeaſor'd, ſharp and rough; 
Kind Maſques and Beaux, T hope you're Pepper-proef, 
Wit is the Wine ; but "tis. ſo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like Vintners, balderdafh and brew. 
Your furly Scenes, where Rant and Blooafhed join, 
Are Butcher's Meat, a Battle's a Sirloin : 
Your Scenes of Love, ſo flowing, ſoft and chaſle, 
Are Water-gruel, without Salt or Taſte. 
. Baway's fat Veniſon, which tho flale, can pleaſe : 
Your Rakes love Hogoes, like your demn'd French ood. 
Your Rarity for the fair Gueſt to gape on, 
1s yeur nice Squeaker, or Italian Capon 
'Or your French Yirgin-Pullet, garni/h'd round, 
be -drefi'd with Sauce of /cmi—Four hundred TR. 
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For awhen you're treated with ind Morn Cheer, . 

Tou can diſpenſe with Jenaee: Stage-Coach Fare. 


A Paftaral's whipt Cream; Stage-Whims, mere. ed: 3: 
And Tragi-Comedy, half Fiſh and Flefþ. 


Bug Comedy, T. re thafTthe darlin 

This Night wwe bop jon 97 0 Hu tf 

Wild Fowl is lib4 in ” Play-bouſ; wy the Year. £ 
Yet fince each Mind betrays a di iff rent Taft þ 


Hd every Diſh ſearce pleaſes ew"; ny.” Fu b wt 
f aught jou. reliſh, as not damn t | 114} 
This Favour crav'd, wp let the Muſick other, © 
| Tou' re Welcome all—N cy fall to, PIE: w Þ 
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. und, between- 
: Profit facitort ets Years, 
:jead- his rr? Foridfieſs to-" 
wards his Son. 


Young Mirab(l, his Son, © Mr. Wilks. 


Captain D uretete, an TREO 
s him 


nauredEs ellow, that thi th Bulleck. © 
| ſelF a greater Fool than he 1 15. 
Dugard, Brother to Oviads. | Mr. Mills, 


Petit, Servant to Du ard, after- I, SC 
wards to his Sifter.* IT5 Norris. 


"WOMEN. 


Oriana, a Lady contrified to M: ry 
rabel, who would bring him to. >Mrs. Regers. 
Reaſon. 


B/arre, a whimſical Lady, Friend 
to.Ofeee,. admired by Dur, de Perbraghes. þ 


Lamorce, a Woman of Contri- 
Vance, TMtes. / Kent. 


Four Bravo's, two Cas and two Ladies. 


$olgiers, Servants, an] Attendants, . 
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A C T Db 
SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Dugard, and his Man Petit in Riding Habits. 


SOD IRRAH, What's a Clock ? 
Pet. Turn'd of Eleven, Sir. 
© 8 5Y L Dug, No more! We have rid. a 
ſwinging Pace from Nemours ſince two. 
this Morning ! Petit, run to. Royſeau' ” 
ES and beſpeak a Dinner at a Lewis d'Or 
a Head, to be ready L One, 
Pet. How | many wil there be of you, Sir? | 
Dug. Let me ſee ; Mrab/e one, Durctrte two, my-, 
folf three—— - 
Pet. And I _ 


- x? 


Dugi 


T4 The Inconflar : Or, 


Dug. Hew now, Sir, at your old travellin; Famiz 
Harity When abroad, you had ſome qrvetng Fi 

of better Company ; but among my Eriends at LS 
Pray Temember-your Diſtance;/-—— Be gone, Sir.- 
FE vie: Petit.] This Fellow's Wit was neeetlary ond” 
but he's too cunning for a'Domeſtick ;"I muſt Hlpoſe 
of him ſome way elle, Who's here ? Old Mira, 
_ my Siſter! my deareſt Suey kf 


Enttr Old Mirabel and Orianaz. 
Ori. My Brother ! Welcome. | 


Dag. Monſieur Mirabel! I'm, heartily. glad © fee | 


you ON. Mir. Honeſt Mr. Duvard by the Blood of the- 
Mirabel,, I'm your moſt hamble Servant. |" 

| Dug. Why, Sir, you've caſt your Skin ſure, Yoults 
briſk AP gay, luſty Health about. you, no ſign c of f Age. 
but-your filver Hairs.” 

Old Mir. Silver Hairs ! Then they are Quick filver 
Hairs, Sir. Whilſt I have golden Pockets, let my Hairs: 
be'Silver'an they will. Adsbud, Sir, I can dance, and 
ſing, and drink, and no, I can't wench. But Mr... 
Dugard, no News of my Son Bob in all your” Tra: 
vels ? 

Dug. Your San's come home; Sir. 


O17 Mir. Come home ! Bob come ba? By as: 


Blood of the Mirabel;, Mr. Dugard, what ay ye? 
Ori. Mr. Mirab:e] return'd, Sir. - 
Dag. He's certainly come, and you may ſee kim 
within this Hour or two. . ey 
Old Mir. Swear it, Mr. Dugadd, preſerthyfuighche!" 
* Dug. Sir, he came to Town' with. me this Mor 


ing, T left him at the Bagnievrs, being 4 little ra 
der'd after riding, and F fiat ſee him. again” "pres. 


ſeftly. © 
OA Mir. What! And he was aſain'd to aſk, Bleſſing 


with his Boots on. A nice Dog! Well, and how Fares | 


the young Rogue, ha?” 


Dag. A fine Gentleman, Sir. Hell be his own Mef- 
ON 


eDger. 


EY 
ON Ss 


The Way town bm. x6 
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e 
N Dog. Why, ifs Sir; he's very like his Mother, 
Far as like. you: as moſt modern Sons are, 10 thejr 
: Fathers,,  :...- 
I ou Mor Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat 
im 
Deg. Why yes, Sir; you marry'd bis Mother, and 
he inherits your Eftate. He's very like You, upon 
my Word. ty 
Ori. And pray, \Bivallcs, what's become of his ho- 
neſt ec nion, Duretete ? | 
ho, the Captain? The very ſame he went 
KS, 3. he's the only French-man I ever knew that 
could not change...” Your Son, Mr. Mirabe/, is more 
oblig'd to Nature for that Fellow's Compoſition,, than 
for his own : for he's. more happy in Vuretete's Folly 
than his own Wit. In ſhort, they are as inſeparable as 
Finger and Thumb ; but the firſt Inflance in the World, 
I believe, of Oppoſition i in Friendſhip. © 
; Ol Mir. Very well ; wilt he be home to \ Dinner, 
think ye ? 
Deg. Sir, he has RO”? me to beſpeak. a Dinner 
for us at Row/eau's, 'at a Lewidore a Head.. 
O14 Mir.' A Lewidorea Head! Well ſaid, Bob; by 
. the Blood of the Mirabels, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. 
Dugard, was it ſo civil of Bob to vitit Monſieur ' Roaſ- 
fſeau before his own natural Father ? Eh ! Heark'e 
Oriana, what think you, now, of a Fellow that can 
eat and drink ye a whole Leyidore at a Sitting ? He 
muſt be. asſtrong as Hercy!es, Life and Spirit in abun- 
dance. - Before Gad I don't wonder at. theſe. Men, of 
Quality;..that their own Wives can't ſerve *em. A 
Lewidore a Head | *tisenough te ſtock the whole Na- 
tion with Baſtards, tis Fait Mr. Dogara, I leavg 
yag's with. your Siſter. - - [Exit, 
Dog, Well, Siſter, I need not - aſk you how you. do, 
your Looks refolve-me ; fair, tall, well-ſhap'd; you re 
awe grown out of "wy Remembrance.” "3 
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 . The Tngoufant 5, Ore 


Ori,.-Why, tr { RTOHNET , thank 
| Najury as by Top > Target pd _ : handieg, 
Caen: e -pox,; 1 eatthree Meals 
a JPayi am (voFy DEFY, WHEA, Up and ſleep Hupdly 
when I'm 5 ouy.. j- FO 
| Dae. Byt, Siſter, you remem r my. g0- 
ing abroad, you. n/7 by chuſe. 'this old von 53 far 
your Guardian ; :he's BO more. pops to our Family, 
than Pre fer 7. John, and, E have no.reaſon to. think, you 
miſtruſte: my Management of your Fortune ; There- 
fore pray be fo kind as to tell me; without Reſervation 
'the tiue Caufe of making ſuch a Choice, | 
___.Or4.-Look'e Brother, you wah + Ing a Rambling, 
and *twas proper, leſt I ſhould go a Rambling too, that 
ſomebody ſhould take care of me. Old Monſieur Mi- 
rabe] 1s an honeſt Gentleman, was our Father's Friend, 
and has a young Lady in his Houſe, whoſe Company 
I.like,; and who has cholen him for her CRmmanT a 
well as 1. ET £14 
| Dug. Who, Madamoiſelle Biſarre th FP por: 
| O's The ſame ; we live merrily together, without 
Scandal or Reproach ; we make much of the old Gen- 
_ tleman between us, ard he takes care. of us ; we eat 
what we like, go to. Bed when we--pleaſe;-riſe : when 
we will, all tie Week we dance and : ſg, . and.'\upon 
Sundazs.go firlk to. Church, ang, then to; the Play ——» 
Now, Brother, beſides theſe Motiyes; for chufing this 
Gentleman for-my Guardian, perhaps I had hone pie. 
vate Reaſons. 

Dug. Not ſo rivate, as you, imagine, Siſter; your 
Love to young Mira P's no, Secret, I can; aſſure you; 
but ſo publick that all your, Friends.are aſham'd. on't. 

Ori,.O' my Ward. then, my. Friends, ace very.baſh- 
ful; 4 I'm afraid, Sir, that thaſe;People:are-not 
mom's enough at Pt own- Crimes, who:have ſo 
bow Bluſhes to ſpare far the Faults of- Ree 

Ours, 43 
ug. Ay, but Siſter, the People f OST 

ri. Pſhaw, hang the. People, :they/ll talk: Treaſon, 

and, ——— their Maker. ;. muſt we therefore wer 

at, 
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that opr King\is* 4 Tyrant, and:Relgion' a Cheat ? 
Lookce, Brother,” their Court of Enquiry is 2 Tavern, 
and their Tiforther, Claret * They thidk as they 'Eriok;. 
and ſwallow*Repuitations like Loches; a Lady's Htalth = 
oes, briſkly round with the Glaſs, but her'Honour'is** 
Fort in the” Toutt; 190039 a2 ROY 52% C "ab 1 ot 
Dug! * Ay; bat Sifter,” thete'is flill ſomething" © 
- Orr." If there be En 'Brother, tis rione'of + 
the People's Tometliing ; Marriage is ny \'Thiog, and 
T11 tick to't, RTE LIT LT IST I x0 $2 Lb IT 
"Dag: Marriage ! Young Mirabe/ marry! He'll build | 
Churches ſooner. + Take heed, 'Siſter, tho' your Honour - 
ſtood proof'to his home-bred Aﬀanlts'; you muſt keep 
a ſtricter Guard for the'futore:: | He has now got the- 
foreign Air; and the 7-4-iar 'Softneſs ; his War's im- 
proved by Converſe; his' Behaviour finiſh'd by Obfer- 
vation, and his Aflurances confirm'd by Sacce/5. Siſter, 
I can aflure you he has made his Conqueſts ; and *tis 
a Plague upon your Sex, to be the ſooneſt deceiv'd by 
thoſe very Men- that” you know have been falſe to 
others. 12169: PHE 128-1146 WOE. 
Ori, Then why will you tell me of his Conqueſts ? 
for I muſt confeſs there is 'no- Tile -to 'a Woman's 
Favour ſo'engaging as the Repute of a handſome Difſ- 
ſimu]: tion ; there is ſomething of a Pride to fee a Fel- 
low lie at our Feet, that has triamph'd over ſo'many ; 
and then, I don't know, we fancy he muſt have 
ſomething extraordinary about him to pleaſe us, and 
that we have ſomething engaging about us to ſecure 
him ; ſo'we-can't de” quiet 411] we put ourſelves upon 
the lay of ' being both difappointed. | _ | 
D:#. But then, Siſter, he's as fickle—— 
Ori. For God's Sake, Brother, tell me'no more of 
his'Fauks, for if you do, I ſhall run mad for him: 
Say no more, Sir, let me but get him into the Bands 
of Matrimony, I'll ſpoil his wandring, I warrant him. 
I'll do his Buſineſs that way, never fear. Ws +40 TON 
Daz, Well, Siſter, 1 won't pretend'to underſtand 
the = 5, Oe "between 'you and yonar Lover ; I 
expe@t, when you haye need of wy Counſel or Af- 
nt = Mo TR ii Age ſiſtance, 


* 
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Gftance, 'you will let me know more ir your Aﬀairs, 
Mir.bel is a Gentleman, and as far as my Honour and 
Intereſt can reach,” you may command'me tq'the Fur. 


therence of your Ha ppineſs: In the mean Time, Siſter, 
I have a great mind to make you a Preſent of anothet 


| humble Servant; a' Fellow that T took up, a Lk 


who has ſerv'd me honeſtly ever fince,”'' ' 

Or:. Then why will you part with him? 

Dug. He has gain'd ſo infufferably on my Fay Ub 
mour, that he's grown too familiar ; but the Fellpw's 
cunning, and may be ſerviceable to you 1 in your Aſie 


with Mirabel, Here be comes. WC 


- r "I. 
a : 
? " os ; - x 
yy * os 


" Enter Petit. 


Well, Sir, have you been at Roufſeau's ? 2381101 . 


Pet. Yes, Sir, and who ſhould I find there but Mr. 
Mirabel and the Captain, hatching as warmly over a 


Tub of Ice, as two Hen Pheaſants over a Brood —— 


They would not let me beſpeak any thing, for they 
had dined before I came. 

Dog. Come, Sir, you ſhall ſerve my Sifter, T ſhalt 
fi!l continue kind to you, and if your Lady recom- 
mens your Diligence upon Trial, Pl ufe my Intereſt 
to advance-you ; you have Senſe enough to expe Pre- 
ferment —— Heie, Sirrah, here's ten Guineas | for 
thee, get thyſelf a Drugget Suit and a Puff-Wig, "and 
ſo——I dub thee Gentleman Uſher, — Siſter, I 
muſt put myſelf in repair, you may expe me in 
Wait on your Lady home, Petit. 


it. Pug. 
Per. A Chair, « Chair, a Chair! LR PL 
_ Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, *tis but next Door. 

 [Excunt. 


Y c E N (E a Token, 4 FER young Miribel and 


Duretete rifing n g ſrom Table. 

Gr. Welcome to Paris once more, my deat Cip- 
tain, we have eat heartily, drank roundly, paid plen- 
tifally,' and let it go'for once. ' I lik'd every ing. 
but our Women, they look'd ſo lean and tawdry, 

poor 
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poor Creatures! Tis a ſure fign the Army is not pajd- 
—— Giveme the plump Yexetian, briſk and ſanguine, 
that ſmiles upon me like the glowing Sun, and meets 
my. Lips like ſparkling Wine, her Perſon ſhining as the 
Glaſs, and Spirit like the foaming Liguor., __ 

_ Dar, Ah, Mirabe!, lta y 1 grant you; but for our 
Women here in France, they are ſuch thin Brawn-falka 
Jades, a Man may as well make a Bed-fellow of a 
Cas: Our of oi ft; 5,7 FOTT egy. 

Vir, F, ance ! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothing 
but Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions ; we're fine indeed, 
ſo are our Coach-Horles ; Men ſay we're Courtiers, Men 
abaſe us ; that we are wiſe and politick, non credo S. ig-. 
neur: That our Women have Wit ; Parrots, mere Par- 
rots, Aſſurance and a good Memory, ſets them up':;— 
There's nothing on this ſide the 4/ps worth my hum- 
ble Service t'ye——Ha Roma la Santa ! ltaly for my 
Money ; their Cuſtoms, Gardens, Buildings, Paintings, 
Muſick, Policies, Wine and Women ! the Paradiſe of _ 
the World; —— not peſter'd with a parcel of pre- 
. ciſe old gouty Fellows, that would debar their Children 
every Pleaſure that they themſelves are paſt the Senſe 
of : commend me to the {ta/ian Familiarity ; Here, 
San, there's fifty Crowns, go pay your Whore her 
Week's Allowance. AS afioeg? 040; THY 
| Dar. Ay; theſe are your Fathers for you, that under- 
ſtand the Neceſſities of young Men ; not like our mu 
Davs,. who becauſe, they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of them that 


£ 


can. But-now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think 
of a Dutch Woman? _ HET 5 > 
Mir:: A Dutch Woman's too. compact ; nay, every 
Thing among 'em is ſo; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutch 
. Woman' is ſquab, a Dutch Horle is round, a Dutch 
Dog is ſhort, a Datch ſhip is broad-bottom'd ; and, 
in ſhort, one wou'd ſwear the whole Product of the 
Country were caſt in the ſame Mould with . their 
Cheas: onde his EEE ET a ea 
| Dur. Ay, but M:rabel, you have forgot the Eny/ih 
Ladies, , i... NT ug Hs. = regen 16. 211d" 
oe RTE Mir, 
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: Mir, The Women .of England''were excellent,. did 
abey. not take ſuch unſefferable Pams 'to 1vin what 
'Natwe. has -made fo incomparably well ; they wou'd 
. be delicate Creatures indeed, cou'd they bur thoroughly 
arrive at the French Mien, or entircly let'it:alone ;*for 
they only ſpoil a very good Air: of their own, by an 
aukward Imitation of ours;' the Parliaments and 1out 
Taylors give. Laws. to their three Kingdoms. --Eut 
come, Dauretete, let us mind the Bufine!s in hand; 
Miſtreſſes we muſt have, and muſt take up with the 
' Manufacture of the Place, and upon a competent Di- 
ligence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris ſhall match the Has 
ans from Top to Toe... 2th s 

Dur. Ay, . Miratel, you will do wel enou2h, but | 
what wall: -become of your Friend z, you know L an 
ſo plaguy bafhful, io naturally an Aſs ape gcagered 

. Hons, that — | 

Mir. Pihaw, you mult b& bolder, Man: Travelithree 
Years, and bring home ſuch. a Baby as Baſhfutneſs! A 
Fo luſty Fellow ! and a Soldier ! fye.upon it. 

Dur. Lcok'e, Sir, I can viſit, and. 1 can ogle alittle, 
— thus, or thus now. Then I can ki's a- 
bundan.ly, and make a ſhift to-—but if they chaiice 
to give me a. forbidding: Look, -as:ſome Women, .:you 
know, have a deviliſh Caff with their Eyes, —— or if | 
they .cry,——what d'ye mean z what d'ye take me for? 
Fye, Sir, remember who I am, Six——4 Perſon of 
"Guality to be us'd at this rate 1 I-gad + Aniek as flat 
as a Frying-pan. BUD DIA) 

Mir. Words o'courſe ! never qaiad; 'em: Turn you 
"about upon your Heel with a jante Air; -huoi ont the 
Endof av old Song ;- ck a cxoſs. Caper, and _ ir As 


$90. 


Dur, [imitates Hom ]- No havg: Y vill never do. 
-——Vons, what did my, Father. mean. by ſticking \me 

bu an niverfity, or to think that I ſhou'd gain any 
Hm bY ep, my: Heag, | in a Nation whoſe Genius hes all in 
theit Heels ! Well,- if ever I come;to-haye 
Children of my own; Shy ſhall kave-the ar” 


EE ——————— a — __—_— —_— 
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of the 1 l@ntry they.ſhall-Tearn 'to Hance before they 
can walk, and be tavght to ſing. before'they- can ſpealts 
Mir. Come, come, throw off that childi Humour, / 
put on Aſſurance, - there's no avoiding-it ; Ranid'all Ha: 
zards,-thou'rt: a ſtout luſty Fellow; 'and haſt 'a Þ 60 
Eltate, look bluff, heCtor, you; have' a' good Sige OX 
Face, a pretty impudent Face ; ſo that's pretty wellt- 
This © went: abroad lke alt Or andis 
return'd like an; Afs, 0 1 2 Ci [A/rde. 
Dur. Let me 1ee now, how. I " [Ps bout a 
Po k t-Gl«ſs, and looks on't.). A Side-box Face, fay you"! '! 
'Egad I don't' like it, M'rabe). ——'Pye, "Sir, 
don't abuſe your Friends, I cou'd' not wear ſuch a F *e 
for the beſt Coumels in Chriſtendom. ; 
Mir. Why can't you, Blockhead, as well ab] y 06 
. Dur,. Why;-thou haft Impuderce to ſet-a pood: Face' 
vpon any thing; I wou'd change half my Sold: for 
 B balfthy Braſs, with all-my Heart: Who comes here ? | 
| Odlo, ANN your Father | . 


* pF 4 
2? * *& 


| vic ha "Enter Old Mirabd. 


> Ou Wer. Where's $ Bob ? doar Bb , | 
i | - Miri Your Bleflingy Sir. 1 | 
fi Od Mir. My Blefing! 'Damye, ye woe Rog; 
? why did not you-come to ſee your Father firſt, 'Sirrah'? 
{ I My dear Boy;- T-amheartily:glad: to ſee thee, my dear” 
t BY Child, faith———Cape. Durerere,' by the Bloo1 of the 
WW Prabels, I'm yours: Well, my Lads; ye' Took: bravely 
faith.———Pob,- haſt got any! Money left oe: 
Air, Not-a Farthing, Sir. ' 
0/4 Mir. Why; then 1 won't gi thee x Souls." 
- Br. I did: but jeſt, bere's:ten Piftoles; 
0/4 Mir. Why, then hers's ten more ; I love co'be: 
charitable to thoſe thit:dow't' want it : == well, and. 
how 4'ye Þke 7a/y, my Boys? 
- Mir.-O-the Garden of the World, Sir; Wag, Naples, 
Verice, "Milan, and's thouſand otthiers=all fine. *: 
"Old:: Mir.rAyy ſay you fol he gas that Chikri 
is very ne'tos; . | L 


Dor. - 
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Dur. Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent ; a very ſcurvy 
Air, the molt unwholeſome to a. French Condlitution in 
the World. 

Mir. Pſhaw, nothing 0 on't;; theſe raſeally Gazetters 
have miſfinform'd you. _ 

_ Od Mir. Milinform 'd me : Oons, Sir, were not- we 
beaten there ? 

Mir. Beaten, Sir the French boots |. aps 

O/d Mir. Why, bow was it, pray ſweet Sir? - 

_ Mr. Sir, the Captain will tell you. | 
Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you... + © » | 

Mir, The Captain was in the Aftion, Sir. - +14 

| Der, Your Son ſaw more than ], Sir, for he was a 
Looker on. 

_ Old Mir. Confound you both fora brace of Comte: 
here are no Germans to over-hear you ; why dou' t ye 
= tell me how it was ? 

Mir. Why, then you EI ns that. we march'd 
up a Body of the fineſt, braveſt, well-drefſs?d Fellows in * 
the Univerſe ; our Commanders at the Head of us, all 
Lace and Feather, like ſo many Beaux at a Ball —- I 
don't believe there was a Man of 'em but cou'd' dance 
a Charmer, Morbleu. | 

Old Mir. Dance! very well, pretty Fellows, faith ! 

Mir. We caper'd up to their very Trenches, and 
there ſaw peeping over a parcel of Scare-crow, Olive- 
colour'd Gunpowder Fellows, as ugly as the Devil. 

| Dar, 1-g a1 ſhall never Es the Looks of 'em, 
while I 9. Breath to fetch. _ 

M;r. They were ſo civil indeed as to wellnms us 
with their Cannon ; but for the reſt, we found*'em + 
ſuch unmannerly, rude, unſociable Dogs, thatwe/grew 

tir'd of their Company, and {0 we. &'en danc'd; back 

ain. ns WE” 2 
Ole Mir. And did ye all come . bagkt Bun AW 

Mir. No, two or three thouſand of us. wes be. 


hind. ET 
Old Mir: Why, Bob, "why? 
__ Mir. Phhaw —— beckals they. cou'd ors come =} | 
Night——But come, Sir, we were | talking of ſome- 
thing 
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thing elſe ; ; pray how does your lovely Charge, the fair 
Oriena? © 
- Old Mir: Ripe; Sir, juft ripe; you'll find it better 
engaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell 

—— And" what wou'd you ſay, my young Mars, 
if I had a Yenus for thee too? Come, Bob, your Apart- 
ment is ready, and pray let your Friend be my "Gueſt 
too, you ſhall command the Houſe between Ye, "I Fil 
be as merry as the beſt of you. 

Mir. 'Bravely faid, Father. 

Let Miſers bend their Age with niggard Las, 
And ftarve themſelves to pamper hungry Heirs ; _ 
Who, living, ſtint their Sons what Youth may crave, 
And' make 'em revel o'er a Father's Grave, 
The Stock on which I grew does ſtill diſpenſe | 
Its Genial Sap into the bl»oming Branch ; | 
The Fruit, he knows, from his own Root i 1s grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſhons once his own. 


he End of the + 6-9 ery 
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$ CEN E, Old Mirabel's Hoe. 


_ Oniana and Bifarre. : p 


Zi. A FO D'yon love this young RAS i d'ye 
{”k. Ori. Yes. | 
- Bjf/o ſpight of all his ill Uſage. 


Or;. I can't help it 

Bif. What's the Matter wi” ye? 

Ori. Plhaw! | an 

 Bif. Um!——before that any young, lying, ſwear- | 

img, flattering, rakehelly Fellow ſhou'd play ſuch Tricks 

ith me, Twovd wear my Teeth to the Stumps with 
I Lime 


_ Lim&ant Chatk,.,<O the Deviltakeallyour Ca/ahdra 5 
and Clrepaira's for me. Prithee mind'your Airs, 
| Modes; and Faſhions; your Stays, Gowns and Farbe-. 
lows. Hark'e, my Dear, have 7 ger: home your 
furbelow'd Smocks yet? ' | 
-O+7; Prithee be ter; _ e#: you knod I-can be I 
as mad as you when this M.rabe/ is out'of my Head. 
Bi. Pſhaw ! wou'd he were out, or in, orſome way 
to make you eaſy. I warrant now, . you'll play the 
Fool when he comes, and ſay you love him ;-eh! ; 
O i. 'Moſt certainly a can't diſtemble, Bifane : — 
beſides, * tis paſt that, we're contracted. Go 
Bi/. Contracted ! alack-a-day, poor Thing. What 
you have chang'd Rings, or broken an old Broad-p:ece 
between you ! Heark'e, Child, ban t you rome ſome. : 
thing elſe between ye? 5 
Ori. No, no, I can aflure you. : 
Bif. Then, what d'ye whine for ? Whilt I kept 
_thatin my Power,. I wou'd make & Fool of any Fel. i 
low in France. Well, I muft confeſs, I do love a lit- 
tle coquetting with all my Heart ! my Buſineſs ſhou'd i 
te to break Gold with my Lover one Hoor, -and'crack i 
my Promiſe the next; he ſhou'd find me one My 4 
with a Prayer -book in my Hand, and with a Play-book 
another, He ſhou'd have thy Conſent to buy the Wed- I 
ding-Ring, and the next ———_— wou d I _ in his 
Face. | 
Ori. O my Dear, were > ns: greater SIvE upon il 
my Heart, than thereis.upon my Conſcience, I wou'd 
ſoon throw the Contraft out o' doors ; but the Miſ- b- 
| chief on't 1s, I am ſo fond- of being ty/d: that I'm 
forc'd to be juſt, and the Strength'of my Pa oo keeps 
down the Inclination of my Sex. - But heee's PE old 
Gentleman. +10 Bl 


Enter Old SOT : 


Old. Mis. Where's' my 'Wenches ? ? where ; wy, qo 
little Girls: Eh! Haye a care, look: to your pA ; 
Altn, F 
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Laith, they” re. a.coming, the Travellers are a-coming. 


Well! which of you two will be my Daughter-in-Law 
now ? Biſarre, Biforre, what mg Fol ——_ Mi» 
rabel is.a pure wild Fellow... 

' Bif. I hike hug the worlſe. 

"O14 Mr. You lie, Hufley, you — Boks the hates, 
indeed $90. do: What ſay you, my t'other little Fil- 
bert 2 he! 

F Got. I ſoppoſe the Gentleman will chuſe for him- 
elf, Sir. 


'Old Mir. Why. tees ikreedy fads and LC hs | 
ſhall. 


"Haw Mirabel cul Derazes, they ſalute the dads: 


Bob. Heark'e, you ſhall marry one | of theſe Gizls, 
Sirrah, 
Mir. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe. - 


Bi. [4h He'll find that one yy ſerve his 
turn 


ON Mir. Bock! Why, you young Dag, WJ IR 
me-?——Come, Sir, take your Chaice, —Daretete, 


you ſhall have your Choice t00 ; bur Robin fall chuſs 
firſt. Come; Sir, begin. 

Mir. Well, 1 an't the firſt Son that has made kitF'a- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe—let me (ee. | 
__ O14 Mir. Well! which q ye like ? 

Mir. Both. BY 

-, O17 Mir; But which will you marcy ? 

Mir. Neither. 

Old Mir. Neither—Don'e make me angry now, 
B4b ;' pray don't make me angry.-——Look'e, Sirrah, 
if F-don'trdance at your Wedding W-1H0tfOW, 4 ſhall 
be very glad to ” at your Grave. - 

Mir. i hat's a Bull, Father. | 

O/4 Mr. A Bull} Why, how tow, dngrateful Sir, 
"a LM make thee a Man, that thou ſhould wake me 2 

TY 
, Mir. Your Pardon, Sir, I only meatit your Expreſ 
on. 

Yol, II, B Or. 


26 The Tnconftant : Or, 


" ON Mir, Heark' e, Beb, learn better Manners tt to your 
Father before Strangers: T won't be angry this Time. 
w—— But Oons, if ever you do' t again, you Raſcal, 
remember what I ſay. © 
Mir. Pſhaw, what does the old. Fellow mean by 
mewing me up here with a Couple of green Girls? 
Come, Duretete, will you go 7 

Or;. I hope, Mr, Mirabel, you har't forgot.— Sw 

Mir. No, no, Madam, 1 han't ſorgat, I have Trae 
you a thouſand little 7ra/ian Curiofities ; PlFaffure you, 
Madam, as far as a hundred, Piſtoles would. reach, I 
han't forgot the leaſt Circumſtance. .. | 

Ori. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. bi 

Mir, Odfo, the Relicks, Madam, from [708 "1% 
remember now you made a Vow of Chaſtity 'before 
my Departure ; a Vow of Chaſtity, or ſomething, like 
i; was it not, Madam ? 

Or:i. O Sir, I'm anſwer'd at preſent. PRES # 77 

Mir. She was coming full Month upon me with her 
ContraQ- Would I might diſpatch t'dther.. 

Dur. Mirabel that Lady he re, obſerve her, 
ſhe's wond'rous pretty faith, and ſeems to have but 
few Words; T like her mainly ; ; ſpeak to her, "Man, 
-Prithee ſpeak to her. | 

Mir. Madam, here's a Geiiſenian: who declares — 

Dur. Madam, dorrt believe bim, I declare nothing 
— What the Devil do you mean, Man? 

Mir. He ſays, Madam, that you are as beauriful 
as an Angel. 

Dur. He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam ; I oy no ; fach 
Thing : Are you mad, Mirabel ? Why, I ſhall drop 

down with Shame. - | 

. Mir. And ſo, Madam, not doubting but your Lady- 

 fhip may like him as well as he does you, [ think it 

proper to leave you together, 


© [Going, (Duretete bolds biz. 

Dur. Hold, hotd——Why filabel, Friend, ſure 

you won't be ſo barbarous'as to leave me alone. Pri- 
thee ſpeak to her for yourſelf, as it were. Lord, 

Lord, that a Frenthman'ſhould want op ! 


_ Mir, 
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Mr. Your look mighty demure, Madam,—She's - 
Dar. T had much rather have ber dumb. . _. 
_ Mir, The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promiſes 
Tome, extraordinary Fruits from .your. Study, which 
moves us with a Curioſity to enquire. the Subject, of 
your Ladyſhip's Cote es. Wh a Word! . 
Dar. I hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs; if ſhe be, 
e's mi Mirabel, d'ye think a 
"Woman's Silence can be natural ?—— 


ſhe's mine this Moment. 


*  Bif. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from ſimple Enumeration, are. dubi- 
table, and proceed only upon Admittance—— 
_ Mir. Hoyty toyty | what a Plague have we here ? 
Plato in Petticoats. EL Coed IT own: .- 

Dur. Ay, ay, let her go on, Maa ; ſhe talks in my 
own Mother-Torgue. et 
3 > extant to Invalidity from a contradiQo 
Inſtance, looks only upon common Operations, and is 
_ Infinite in its Termination. TRIP: 

_ Mir, Rare Pedantry. EE ITED! 
. Dur, Axioms! Axioms! Self-evident Prigciples.. 
 Bi/. Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind 1s pre- 
occupate.—-O Gentlemen, I kope you'll pardon; my 
Coguation ; I was involv'd ina profound Point of Phi- 
loſophy ; but I ſhall diſcuſs it ſomewhere elſe, being 
ſatisfy'd that the Subje& is not agreeable tv your 
Sparks, that profeſs the Vanity of the 'Times. 


SL LS ROT AF | : T&xit. 

Mir. Go thy way, good Wife Bias: Do you hear, 
Duretete ? Doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of Auſterity ? 

Dur. She's mine, Man; ſhe's mine: My own. 'Ta- 
lenttoa T, I'll match her in Diale&s, faith. I was 
ſeven Years at the Univerſity, Man, nurs'd up with 
Barbara, Ctlarunt, Darii, Firio, Baralipton.. Did you 
ever know, Man, that 'twas Metaphyſicks made me 
an Aſs? It was, faith. Had ſhe talk'd a Word of Sing- 
ing, Dancing, Plays, Faſhions, or the like, I had foun- 
der'd at the firſt Step ; but as ſhe is—-Mirabe/, with 


me jOy, | 
bn B 2 ks 
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_ His, You doit mean Marriage, 1 hope. 

Dur. No, no, I am a Man of more'Honour. 

Mr. Bravely relolv'd, Captain, now for thy Credit, 
warm me this f ozen Snow-ball, "twill be. a Fonqyed 
above the A ps. 

"Dur. Butwill you promiſe to be always near me ? 

Mir. Upon all Occaſions, never fear. 

Dur. Why then, you ſhall ſ:e me in two Moments 
make an Indu@tion from my Love to her Hand, from 


| her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her os 


and ſo conclude ih her Bcd, Categorematice. 

"Mir. Now the Game begins, and my Fool is En- 
ter'd, ——But here comes one to ipoil my Sport z 
now ſhall I be teiz'd to death with this old falnon' 
Contraft. I ſhou'd love her too, if I might Win 

It+ 


my own Way, but ſh:'ll do noihing without 
neffes, forſooth. I wonder Women can be ſo 1 immo- 


cdeſt.. 
Enter Oriana, 
Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me | ye 
.. Ori. Well, Sir, why do zou ſhun me? 
. Mir. 'Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm. naturally 

ſway: 'd by Inclination. 

Ori. Have you forgot our ContraRt, Sir ? 

Air, AllI remember of that Contract is, that it was 


made ſome three Years ago, and that's enough in Con- 


ſcience to forget the reſt on't. | 

' Ori. "Tis tufficient, Sir. to recolle& the paſſing of 
M5. for in that Circumttance, I pretume, lies the Force 
of the Oblig :tion. 

Wir. Obligations Madam that are forc'd upon the 
Will are. no tye upon the Conſcience ; I was a Slave 
to my. Paſhon when I paſs'd the Inftrument ; but the 
Regovery of my Freedom makes the Con-ract void. 

+ Qri., Sir .you. can't make that a Compulſion which 


Was; your,own . h.ice; beſides, Sir, a SubjeCtion to 


your, own Hokers has rot the Vittue of a forcible 
Con!traizt: An41 you will find - Sir, that to plead your 


Paſho:: {or the killing of a Man, will haidly exempt 


you irom the Juſtice ot (LE Puniſhment, 
Mir. 
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Mir. And ſo, Madam, you make, the Sin, of Mur- 
ther and the Crime of a Contract the very ſame, be- 
cauſe that Hanging and Matrimony are io much 
alike. 

O-j. Come, Mr. Mircbe!, theſe Exprcfions [ ex- 
pected from the Raillery of your Humour, but IT hope 
for very different Sentiruents from your. Honour and 
Generolity. | 

Mir. Look'e, Madam, as for my Generoſity, * tis at 
your Service, with all my Heart: ]'Il, keep you a Coach 
and fix Horles, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep | 
' my Honour to myſelf ; for I can aflure you, Madam, 
that the Thing called Honour is a Circuniftance abſo- 
lutely unnecciiary in a natural Correſpondence between 
Male and Femaie, and he's a mad Man thatlays it out, | 
conſidering its Scarcity, upon any ſuch trivial Occa- 
fions. There's Honour reguir'd of vs by our Friends, 
and Honour due to our Enemics, and they 1eturn it to 
us again ; bur I rever heard of a Man that left but an 
Inch of his Honour in a Woman's kceping, that could 
ever get the leaſt Account on't. — Confider,, Maam, 

'0u have no ſuch Thing among ye, and "tis a main 
oint of Policy to keep no Faith with Reprobaics—— 
thou art a pretty little Aprons, and ſo get thee about | 
thy Buſineſs. 

O i. Well, Sif, even all thisI will allow to the Gaiety 
of your Temper; your Travels have improv'd your 
Talent of Tajking, but they are not of Force, I hope, 
to impair your Morals, 

Mir. Morals ! Why there 'tis again now——1 t-l 
thee, Child, there is not the leaſt Occaſion for Morals 
in any Buſineſs between you and I——Don't you, 
know, that of all Commerce in the World there is no 
ſuch Cozenage and Deceit as in the Traffick between 
Man and Woman; we ſtudy all our Lives long how to 
pat Tricks upon one another—— What is your Buſt- 


neſs now, from the Time you throw away your ar- 
tificial Babies, but how to get natural ones with the 
moſt Advantage !——No Fowler lays abroad more 
Nets for his Game, nor a Hunter for his Prey, than 

B 3 you 


EN ID 


| T.voks, your ftudy'd 
Baits and Devices to delude Men out of their dear Li- 
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you do to catch poor innocent Men 


only with a villanous Depp to make ſome poor Fel- 
low a Fool betore Night What zre your languiſhing 
ir and AﬀcQations, but ſo many 


berty ar.d Freedom ?- 


What d'ye figh for ? What 


d'ye acep for? What &ye pray for ? Why for a Huſ- 


band : That 1 is, you implore Providence to afhiſt you in 
the juſt and pious Deſign of making the wiſeſt of his 
Creatures a Fool, and the Head of the Creation a 
Slave. 

Or. Sir, T am proud of my Power, and am reſoly'd 


 tovſeit. 


M;r. Bold, ho!d, Madam, not ſo faſt 


we have Vows, Oaths, and Proteſtations of all Sorts 


Why do you 
| fit three or four Hours at your Toylet in a Morning ? 


As you 


have Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us ; ; fo' 


| and Sizes to make Fools of you, As you ere very 


ſtrange and whimſical Creatures, ſo we are allow'd as. 


unaccountable Ways of managing you. And this, in 


ſhort, 'my dear Creature, is our preſent Condition. I 


have ſworn and Iy'd briſkly to gain my Ends of you ; 


your Ladyſhip has patch'd and painted violently, to 
But, fince we are both ' 


gain your Ends of me. 


diſappointed, let us make a drawn Battle, and part 


clear on both Sides, 
Ori. With all my Heart, Sir ; give me up my. Con- 


_ tract, and I'll never ſee your Face again, 


Mir. Indeed I won't, Child. 
.O-i, What, Sir, neither do one nor other | ? 


' Mir. No, you ſhall die a Maid, unleſs you pleaſe to 


be otherwiſe upon my Terms. 


'O;. What do you intend by ne” Sir? 


Mir. Why, to ſtarve you into Compliance; look "7 
you ſhall never marry any Man ; and you had as good 


let me do you a Kindneſs as a Stranger, 
Ori. vir, you're a—— 
Bir. What am I, Miſtreſs ? 
Ori. A Villain, Sir ? 


Mir. 


_ The been im. Ew? 


t 5 never kriew an honeſt 


me ranks.” 

Mir. What! you "It force me to marry you, will TR | 
_ Or4. Sir, the Law ſhall. . 

Mir. But the Law can't force me to do any Thi, 
elſe, can it ? | 

Ori. Pſkaw, I def] iſe thee, — - Monſter, _ ©: 

_ Mir. Kiſs and be Friends then—Don' t ery, ea; 
and” you ſhall have your Sugar-plumb Come, 
Madam, @'yethink T could be fo unreaſonable as'to. 
make you faſt all your Life long ? No, I did but jeſt, 


you ſhall have your Liberty ; here, take your Contraft, 
and give me mine. 


Ori, No, I wort. Ros 

Mir. Eh! What is the Girl a Fool : ? 

Ori. No, Sir, you ſhall find me cunning enough, to 
do my ſelf Juſtice ; and fince I muſt not depend upon 
your Love, I'll be reveng'd, and force 708 to marry 
me ought of ſpight. 


Mir. Then I'll beat thee ought of ſpight; and make 
a moſt confounded Husband. 


Ori. O Sir, Lſhall match ye: A good Husband makes 
a good Wife at any Time. 


Mir. T'll rattle down your China about your Ears.” 


Ori, And TIF rattle about the City to run you in 
Debt for more. . 


Mir. Your Face- mending Toylet ſhat! fly out of the 
Window. | 


Ori. And your Face-mending Perivig {tall fly af 0 
ter it. 


Mir. I'll tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, an4 
B 4 when 
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when» gon fowes for Vexation, you ſha'n't have a 


Penny. to a Battle of Harts-horn. | 
. Ori;, And you, a ſhall have Hatrts-horn in abun- 
ance. _ | 
af: £1 keep as many Mitrefle as I hag Coacl. 
\- Wn 
Ori. And vil keep as many 'Gallants as s you have 


OOMs., 
- Mir. Ill lie with vOun Woman befare. your Face, 
| Ori. Have a care of your Valet behind your Back, 
_ . Mir. But, Ieet Madam, there is ſuch a Thing as a 
Divorce. | 
 Or4. But, ſweet Sir, there is ſuch a Thing as Alimo- 
by, ſo divorce on, and ſpare nor. | [Exit 
Mir. Ay, that ſeparate. Maintenance is the Devil— 
there's their Refuge — o' my Conſcience, one wou'd 
take Cuckoldom for a meritorious Afion, becauſe the. 
Women are ſo handſomely rewarded for't. | 
"N00 | | [Fxit, 


E Cc g NE changes to a large Par! lour it the 
fame TIE: 


Enter Dauretete ad Petit: - 
"Dor. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, you ſay? 
Pet. O Sir, ſhe has a Tongue as long 2s my Leg, 
ard talks ſo crabbedly, you wou'd think ihe always 
ſpoke We/Þ. 
Dur. That's an odd Language, methiuks, for her 
Philoſophy. 
Pet. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a Day with- 
out ſpeakirg a Word, and talk Ocacles all the while by 
the Wrinkles of hex Forchead, and the Motions of her 
Eye-brows. 
Dur. Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical Ogles, 
faich ; that's my Talent: I can talk beſt, you muſt 
know, when I 1ay nothing. 
Pet. But d'ye ever laugh, Sir? 
| Dur. Lavgh ? Won't ſhe endure laughing ? ” 
et, 
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i" Pet. Why: ſhe's a Critick;/ Sir, ſhe hates #Jeſt; For 
fear i it ſhould pleaſe” herj/ and*nothin + Ha ceps her'in 


Humour but' what” gives' hey the Sp And then 
for L ogick, and all that, you know ———_ 7” 

Dur.) Ay;ay, "Pm prepar'sy T have'been' pratifing 
hard Slory _ no Sores this Hour to entertain 
her. ft-.286 0993 {f'T ba .vv0 

Pet. Then oats yourſelf behind this Screeny that 
you may Have a ing of her Behaviouy before you 
begin. £1 

Der. I long to engage her, JeftI hou'd forget ing 
Leſſon. 


- Per. Here ſhe comes; Sir, I muſt fly, 
\ [Ext FE: and Dur. fan Prefing gon ores” Curtain Ly 
Enter Biſarre and Maid. | 


Bif. FYVith @ Book) Pſhaw, hang Banoo? four 
our Temper, ſpoil our Eyes, and ruin oar Complexi- 


ons. [T hrow:s a way the Bok. 
Dar. Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there 1s in all 
Ar i/lotle, 


Bif. Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, 
thcre's no body 1 Near vs, 


of 


| 6:1 ' Eedip Finder. | Ft fb AN 
Dar. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 
B if. Hete, Friend, a Minuet !—quicker Time; ha 
wou'd %e had a Man or two, _ 
' Dur. {Stealing :avay.] You ſhall have the Devil 
ſooner, wy dear Caneng Philoſopher, v {4 
Bi/. Uds wy Life ! Here's one. 
[Runs to Dur, a holes him backs 
Dur. Is all my tearn'd Preparation come'tothis'? | 
Bi/. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's 'my good” 
Boy — you're very welcome, we wanted fuck a-one 
- Come, firike up —I know you dance well,. Sir," 
you 're finely ſhap'd for't Come, came; wy oa 
quick, you miſs the Time elfe. 
Dur. But, Madam; eome otalk with you 


Bs | Bi 


_ Sirrah, {To 6; Fidkr} Come, - —— and how « T'ye find 


| Face: 


it higher. 


ſhame, and walk about, Action becomes us — a little 
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«Biſc- Ay, D/ alk; as you dance, talk as you: Gangs, 
come. IF, 
Daur.' ' But we'were talking of DialeAicks. 
Bi. Hang Dialefticks—Mind the Time— quicker,” 


yourſelf now, Sir? © 
Dur. In a fine breathing. "DAY _ 
FR All yo e better, Patient, all the better; —— 
Come, Sir, fing now, fing, I know you fing well ; 

I ſee you have A finging Face ; a heavy dull Sonato 


Dar. Who, I ſing ? BY Ie 
Bij.” O you're modeſt, Sir- but come, fit bn. 
cloſer, cloſer. Here, a Bottle of Wine — Come, Sir, 
fa, la, lay ; ſing, Sir. 
Dur. But, Madam, I came to talk with you, 
Big, O Sir, you ſhall drink firſt. Come, TE me a 
Bumper— here, Sir, bleſs the King. | 
Dur. Wov'd I were out of his Dominions. —_ 
this Light, ſhe'll make me drunk too. 
Biſ. O pardon me, Sir, you ſhall do me right; fill 
NOW; Sir, can you drink a Health 


under your Le 
Dar. Rare Fhilofophy that,. Faith. 
Bi/. Come, off with it to the Bottom. — Now, 
how d'ye like me, Sir? | 
Dar. O, mighty well, Madam. 
Bi/. You ſee how a Woman' s Fancy varies, ſome-. 
times ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and trolickſome. 
And how d'ye like the Humour ? | 
"Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer YOu, 
for I am heartily tir'd. 
_ Bi/. Fye upon't; a young Man, and tir'd ! up for 


faſter, Sir What d'ye think now of my Lady Lea” 
Pale, and Lady Coquer, the Duke's fair Daughter ? 
Ha ! Are they not briſk Laſſes ? Then there 1s black 
Mrs. Pellair, and brown Mrs Bellface. 

Dar, They are all Y Sfrangsre to me, Madam, 


Bi 
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_B:/. But let me tell you, 'Sir, that brown is not al- 
ways deſpicable——©Q Lard, Sir, if youpg, Mrs, Ty 
gatell had kept; herſelf ſingle 'till, this/Timeo'Day, 
what a Beauty there had been! And then, p79 ky | 
the charming Mrs. M th the fair Gem $4 
Germains. DER 

Dar. Upan 1 my. Soul, Idon't. 

Bi/. And then you muſt have heard of the, En g/ifo 
Beau, Splcenamore, how unlike a Gentleman 

Dur. Hey——not a Syllable owt, as 1 hope to de 
ſaved, Madeas 

Bi. No! Why then play me a lig | Come, Sir. 

Dur. By this Light I cannot ; Faith, PLS: I have 
ſprain'd my Leg. 

Bi/. Then fit you down, Sir ; and now tell me what OY 
your Buſineſs with me ? What's your Errand ? Quic 
quick, diſpatch — Odſo, may be you are ſome ang 
tleman's Servant, that has brought me a Jeter, or, a 
Haunch of Veniſon. 

Dur. *Sdeath, Madam, do 1 look ks a Carrier | 'Y 

_ Bif. O ; cry you Mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I mif- 
took you, upon my Word : you are one of the tra- 
velling Gentlemen—and pray, Sir, how do all our 
impudent Friends in /taly ? 

Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more 
ſerious Intention than your Entertainment has an- 
ſ{wer'd, 
F74 Sir, your Intention of waiting on me was the 
greateſt Aﬀront imaginable, howe'er your Expreſbons 
may turn.it to, a Complement : Your Viſit, Sir, was 
intended as a Prologue to a very ſcurvy Play, of which 
Mr. Mirabel and you ſo handſomely.laid the Plot. — 
Marry ! ! No, no, I'm a Man of more Honcur. 'Where' .) 
your Honour ? Where's your Courage now ? Ads my 
Life, Sir, I have a great Mind to kick you 
Go, ,go..to, your Fellow-Rake now, rail At my Sex 

and get drunk for Vexatiqn, . ang write a Lampoon 
—— But I muſt have you to know, Sir, that my 
Reputavion is above the Scandal of a Libel, my Vir- 
tue is ſufficicatly approv'd to thoſe whole Opinion is 


my 


I 
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Confuſion ?' fSrarts up} WAyY ever "ne on pg | — 
Ay, PEP anY _e me- - ---ioyr nk 


_ one. for I can't recolle& any Ballage of Wy! Lite. that 


my Intereſt : And for the reſt; Jet them hehe they 
will ; for wheh'T pleafe Filbe what I-pleaſe,\ in-ſpight 
of you and "alt ,Mankind;-and fo my. dear Man: of 
Honour, if you be tir'd, con over. they Lefibn,/1and fit 
there till F come to you. - 0 Rnns off. 

Du. Tomti' dum" FSixgs] Ha, we ha, Adds my 
Life : I have a great Mind't» Sek you / —> Oons/and 


Buter Petit. :- - = 
Pet, Well, Sir, how d'ye find yourſelf ?. Ko 
Dur, You Son. of a nine-ey'd Whore, d'ye come to 
abuſe me ?. Fl ck ou with a Vengeante, you Dog. 
| Petit 71ns 9g, and Dur. after him. 
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ACT: m.” 


S C: ENE Continues, 


Old Mirabel and the Young. 


O/a Mir, B OB, come hither, Bob. 
| Mir. Your Plealure, Sir? J 
O/d Mir. Are not you 2 great Rogue, Sirrah ? - 
Mir. Thar's a little: out of my Comprehenfon, Sir, 
for I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my Father. 
Old Mir. Your Father is your very humble Slave— 
I tell thee what; Child, thou art a wery pretty Fellow, 
and I love thee heartily ; ; and a very prent Yule: and 
[ hate thee mortally. | 
Mir. Villain, Sir! Then I muſt bea very \apadent 


I'm aſham'd of - 
O/d Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend; doſt FAA 
this Picture ?  FSheaws him a litthe Pifure. 


3 Mir. 
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'. Mir: Oriana's? Pſhaw't+ 1 1) | 
-- Ola:Mir. What,” Sir fue jook ypon't? = 
| Bob, dear Bob, prithee: come: hither now ——— Dot 
wat any Morey, Chuld ?. 03 oe 217 Ot vt bi Ine | 

Mir. No, Sir. | fi; 57:33 
_ » Old Mir.\Why the here's ſome:for thens. romghere 
now-——— How canſt thou: be ſo. hard-hearted, an 
unnatural, unmannerly Raſcal (don't miftake me; Child, 
I a'n't angry) as to abuſe this tender, loyely,. good-na- 
turd dear Rogue !—— —— Why, ſhe ſighs for thee, 
and cries for thee, pouts for thee, and ſnubs for thee, 
the poor little Heart of it is like to burſt 
Come, my dear Boy, be good- -natur'd like your nown 
Father, be now ———— and then ſee here, read this 
EA.” Eftig ies of the lovely Orikka: with ters 
thoufand Pound 5 her Portion — ten thouſand Pound 
you Dog ; ten thouſand Pound yon Rogue ; how dare 
you. refuſe a. Lady with ten thouſand ound, You u lm | 
pudent Raſcal ? 
Mir, Will you hear me ſpeak, Sir? 

Old Mir. Hear you ſpeak, , Sir! If you had ter 
thouſand Tongaes, you con'd not out-talk ten thouſand 
Pound, Sir. 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if you wor't hear me Fll be gone, 
Sir ! I'll take Poſt for lah this Moment. 

O/d Mir. Ah ! the Fellow knows © won't part with 
him. Well, Sir, what have you to ſay? 

Mir. The univerſal Reception, Sir, thrat Marriage 

has had in the Werld, is enough to fix it for a pub- 
lick Good, .and to draw every. body into the Common 
Cauſe ; but there are ſome Conſtitutions like ſome In- 
firuments,” ſo peculiarly fingular, that they make tole- 
rable Muſick by themſelves, but never do well in a 
Conſort.  _ 
Old Mgr. Why this is "AY I muſt confeſs, but 
yet "tis: Nonſenſe too ; for tho? you ſhou'd reaſon like 
an Angel, if you argue yourlelf out ie a Ss: Mint 
you tl wp a F col. os i in 


gs 


Air. 


to one make me believe it too 
young Fellows ftudy'd to get Money. 


not I warry to oblige you ? 
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M:r. Bat, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 


_ the Riches of Cre/us, you leave me. but a Beggar for 


want of my Liberty. 

O14 Mir.- Was ever ſuch a perverſe Fool heard ? 
*'Sdeath, Sir, why did I give you Education ? was it to 
diſpute me out of my Senſes ? Of what Colour now 1s 
the Head of this Cane ? You'll ſay 'tis white, and ten 
I thought that 


Mir. No, Sir, I have ftudy'd to deſpiſe it; my 


Reading was not to make me rich, but happy, Sir. 


Old Mir. There he has me agen new. But, Sir, did 
Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpe@ pray? 
_ O04 Mir, Why, to bring you into the Wo41ld, Sir 
wa'n't that an Obligation ? p 
Mir. And becauſe I wou'd have it fill an Obligation, 
I avoid Marriage. ; 
Old Mir. How is that, Sir ? 
Mir. Becauſe I wou'd not curſe the Hour I was 
born. | | hs 
_ Old Mir. Look'e, Friend, you may perſuade me out 


of my Deſigns, but I'll command you out of yours ; 


and tho' you may convince my Re:ion that you ate 
in the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty- 


three, call'd Poluiveneſs, which you noy all the Wits 


in /:aly fhall ever be able to ſhake; ſo, Sir, you're 
a Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk, but Il: be 
obey'd. : | ee” 
Mir. This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father ; they firſt give us Breeding that they 
don't underſtand, then they turn us out of Dyors 'cauie 


| we are wiſer than themſelves. Eut I'm a little xſore- 
_ Hand with the old Gentleman. [ 4/de.) Sir, you have 


been pleas'd to ſettle a thouſand Pound Sterling a Year 


upon me; in return of which, I have a very great Ho- 


nour for you and your Family, and ſhall take care that 


your only and beloved Son ſhajl do nothing to make 


him hate his Father, or to hang himſelf, So, dear Sir; 
I'm your very humble Servagt, [Runs off. 
| | Cd 


The Way: tt win'tim. 39. 
Of Mir. Here, Sirrah,. Rogue, Bohy: Wain ! 


- Rater 'Dugard. 
Dag. Ah, Sir, 'tis but what he Chaes.. 


Ola 7 Mir. "Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve 1 i; : what. 


have,you, to ſay againſt my Boy, Sir? . _ 
Dug. I ſhall only repeat your own Words. 


ON Mir. What have you to do with my FIT d:4. 
have ſwallow'd my Words already, I have eaten nan 


| "Ps and how can you come at 'em, Sir ? 


Very eaſily, Sir : 'Tis but mentioning your 
njurt 


Ward, and you will throw them up again im- 
mediately. 


O/d Mir. Sir, your Siſter was a fooliſh young Flirt 


to truſt agy ſuch young, deceitful, rake-helly Rogue, 
like him. 


Dug. Cry you Mercy, old Gentleman, I thought 
we hou'd have the Words again. | 


O/d Mir. And what then ? 'Tis the way wich young 


Fellows to flight old Gentlemen's Words, you never 
mind 'em when you ought. ———— 1 ſay, that Bob's 
an honeſt Fellow, and who dares deny K21-:-; 


Enter Bifarre. 
Bi/. That dare I, Sir : 
15 2 wild, foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent Coxcomb z 


and were abus'd as this Gentleman's. Siſter 15, I a 
make it an Italian Quarrel, and poiſon the whole Fa- 


mily, 
Dug. Come, Sir, *tis no time for trifling, my Siſter 


is abus'd ; you are made ſenſible of the Afront, and. 


| Four Honour i is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. 


O14 Mir. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good Words go far- 
theſt, I will do your Siſter Juſtice, but it mult be af- 


ter my own. rate, no body muſt abuſe my Son but my 


ſelf. For altho' Robin be a ſad Dog, yet he's no bod y's. 


Puppy but my own. 


Bi. Ay, that's my ſ\weet-natur'd, kind old Gentle-. 
man —— [Wheedl/ing him.) We will be good then, if 


you'll join with us in the Plot, 
O77 


I ſay, that your Ta Shay 


- 
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if he ſhou'd, your Authority proteCtsyou from a Quar- 


_ Changeling: theſe fooliſh Hearts of ours ſpoil our Heads 


| the moſt ſevere Uſage from me, *cauſe | neither love 


h here he comes. 


O14 Mir. Ah, you toaxi enkg' Diidoohb , what 
Plot can you have to toning Fellow of yea three? 
'Bi/. A-'Plot that- Sixty-three is only good for, to- 
bring othier 'Peopte together, Sir; a' Sparr> Plot Tels 
dangerous than that of Eighty:eight, ard you muſt'a& 
the Spaniard 'caufe your Sor wilt leaſt juſpedttiyou; 'and 


rel, to which Oriats/is enwiling to expoſe her Brother. | 
 O/a Mir. And what Part will | rd. att i in the Bufiveſs, : 
Madam ? ? þ 
Biſ. Myſelf, Sir; my Friend is arown a perfect 


preſently ; the Fellows no ſooner turn Knaves, but we ; 
turn Fools: But I am flill myſelf, and he may ex; | 


him, nor bate him. 1 '[Exir, Þ 
Old Mir. Well faid, Mrs, Paradox ; but, Sir, who Þ 
muſt open the Matter tohim? | : 
- Dug. Petit, Sir, who 1 is our Bngineer-General And ; 


* Rater Petit, [01'S + Pr Abt 
Pet, O Sir more Diſcoveries ; are all Friends about 
us * ? FENTON. 
Dug. Ay, ay, ſpeak: freely. 
Pet. You muſt know, Sir — — as my Life, 
I'm out of Breath ; you muſt wow, yo you wy 
know— 
Ola Mir. What the Devil mult we DON Sir 2? 
Pet. That I have [Pants and blws} ribs,” Sir 
brib'd——your Son's Secretary of State... 
O14 Mir. Secretary of State ! who' S that, for | 
Heav'n's fake 2 © 
Pit. His Valet-de- Chambre, Sir? Wine lh art 
Sir, that the Intrigue lay folded . up with his" Mafter"s 
Clothes, ard when he went to duft the Embroider'd 
Suit, 'the Secret few out of the right Pocket of his 
Coat, in a whole ſwarm of your Crambo Songs, _ 
footed Odes, and long-legg'd Pindaricks, , 
Od Mir, APOSING 


Pet. © 
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Pet, Al, Sir, he has lov'd her all along ; there, frvs 
© 74na in every Line, but he hates CER 

Sir, this Plot will ftirup his Jealouſy, and we ſhall qd 
by che Strength of that how tg proceed faxth ASEhro wining 
Come, Sir, lets about it. with ſpeed. ., : +4 3211s, 
'Tis Expedition gives our King the. DNO3 nin a 24 
For Expedition too the Freach give. WAY iy 4.5 volt + 
ewift to attack, or i{wift—to run Wai 40 i Ee unts 


Futer Mirabel and Bilare c puf 77 carelyy uf hw | 


_ Bif. [Altee.) n wonder what the cance. in *s Fel | 


| low. to like him ?. i; 


Mir. [Ajide.] 1 pale what my. 'F riend can fon. FJ | 
this Girl to admire her ? 

Bil (,4/i4e.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant Rake- bell. 

Mir. [ Afiae.] A Ught, VI Ama Mor | 


Br Whom do you mean, Sir? 

M:r. Whom do you mean, Madam ! 

Bi/. A Fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him 
for a human Creature, but a pradent:Refolupon, to 
hang himſelf, 

Mrr. There is a Way, Madam, to force me 2 that 
Rejolution. 1 ----+ ER ov, 

Bif. Vl do't with all wy. Hens. | 

Air, Then you muſt marry me. | 

Bij. Look'e, Sir, don't think your all Manners to. me 
ſhall excaſe your ill Uſage of my Friend ; nor by fixiag. 
a Quarrel here, ' to divert my Zeal for the abſent.;.,for 
'm reſoly'd, nay,. 1-come prepar'd tomake you a Pa- 
negyrick, that ſhall moruty your Pride like. Any mQgdern . 
Dedication,'. _ 

Mir. AndI, Madam, like a true modern Patron, ſhall 
hardly give you thanks for.your Trouble, . .. | 

Bi/.. Come, Sir, to let you ſee what little- Rand. 
tion you have for pow dear Say I'll ke. you. 


to picces, 
Mir. 
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Mir. And what Piece will you chuſe? _. 
Bi/. Your Heart, to be ſure; *cauſe f ſhou'd' get pre- 


| ſently rid on't ; yout Courage I wou'd give toa Hettor, 


your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour 'to an 
Atrerney, your Body to the oo ham and your Soul 
to its Maſter. 


Mir, I had the -odde Dream 1aft' Night of the 


' Datcheſs of Bargundy ; methought the Furbelows of 


her Gown were pinn'd up fo high behind, that I cou d 
not fee her Head for her Tail. ' © 

Bi. The Creature Con't mind mot PR you think, 
Sir, that your humourous Impertinence can divert me ? 
No, Sir, I'm above any Pleaſure that you can give, but 
that of ſeeing you miſerable. And mark'me, Sir, 'my 


Friend, my injur'd Friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, 
ard you ſhall be a Huſband as much as the Rites'vf 


Marriage, and the Breach of "em can make you. 
| {Here Mir. palls eut a Virgil, ' and reads io "A 
evhile ſhe ſpeaks.) 


Mir. [Reading. ] At Regina dolos, Nel guts i follr oF 


amantem? )- 


Diſlimulare etiam ſperafti, perfite tantum [Very true. ] 
Pofe nefas. | 


By your Favour, Friend Fo oil, 'twas | Ss' a veſent- 
 Iy Trick of your Hero to forſake poor Pug "fo 1hhu- 


manly. 
Bi/. I don't know what to ſay to him. The Devil 
what's Yirgi/ to us, Sir? : 
Mir. Very much, Madam, the moſt appro ”y in the 


World——-for, what ſhou'd I'chop upon, otois ve: 


ry-Place where the perjur'd Rogue of a Lover and the 
forſaking Lady are batteling it 'Tooth and Nail. Come, 
Madam, ſpend your Spirits no longer, we'll take an 
eaſter Method : I'll be .Zzeas now, and you ſhall be 


Dio, ard we'll owl by Book. Now! ſor hard ingure 
Ode, | 5 


| Nee. 
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Nec te nofler eter, nec te NG a detonate, 
N.c Mrritura tenct crudels funere Did1 —— 


Ah, poor Get 7 of AT. tha [ Looking at hers 


Bil. Rudene” 'S, Afſronts, knptthvce! I cou'd aImot 
ſtart out even to Manhood, 'and want bat a Veapon 'as 
long as his to bght him o- the BPO; "What ſhall I 
fay 3:5 1 +5 ] Ay 

Mir, Now ſhe rants. 


So quibus entiferam ? Jam jam nee Maxima Juno. Y 


Bil. A Man! No, the Woman's Birth was ſpiri.ed 
away. 4 *\y | 
Mir, Right, right, Madam, the very Words. | 
Biſ. And ſome-pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with 
human Shape to palliate growing Miſchief. 
[ Both ſpeak together, and raiſe their Voices by Degreer 


Mir... Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, cena admorunt Ubera Ti agres. 


Biſ. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Roveli. —_— 
Mir. [Excellent. ] [ ſequere Jtaliam wventis, pete rogue 
per undas, 

_— equidem medi f quid þia Alning poſſunt. 
[Tegether again. 


Bir Sarerla wh Inipe of Darkneſs of your Make, 
your Nature ſtarts at Juſtice, and ſhivers at the Touch 
of Virtue, Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
= me fo, 1 don't know whether to cry or laugh at 

Ws 5) 

Mir... Beavely perform 'd, ' my dear Libyan ; Pl 
write the Tragedy of Dao, and you ſhall act the Part : 
But you do. nothing: at all, unleſs. you fret yourſelf 
into a. Fit ; for here the poor of Ba is ſtifled with Va- 
pours, drops into the Arms of 1! er Mazds ; and wg 

__-: | ciuch 


44 The. Inconflant +: Ors- 


cruel, barbarous, deceitful Wanderer, is in the very 
_ next Line call'd Pzous Ants ——" Thete's SAR 
for yo. | 


Sorry indeed Entas ood 
To ſee her in a Pout ;. | 
\ But Fowe himiclf, who ne'cr thopghs, good. 
; To ftay a ſecond Bout,, G 
Commands him off with all his Crew, oo 
And leays poor Dy, as I leave yous [Runs off 


' Bi. Go thy ways, for a Cear, mad, deceitful, apree- 
able FRG: O' my Conſcience I mutt ex6ule Ori- 
ana. t. 

That L over ſoon his angry Fair Ries | BP 
, Whole CD pleaſes, and wholeFaults rob arms. 


"Io ter Petit, exit about FA every Door, and fr 2 
Pet. Mr.. Mirdhe | / Sir, whe:e are you? Bo where 


to be found bt 
Enter Ilirabel. 590 Ig795 

7 Whar J the Mater, Petit ? EE wo 

Per. Moſt critically met Ah, Sir, .that one 
who has follow'd the Game ſo loog, and brought the 
| poor Hare juſt under bis. Paws, ſhould let a Mungrel 
Cur chop in, and run away with the Puſs. 

Mir. I your Worſhip can, get out os your Allegaxies, 
be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean, 
Pet. Plain, plain, Sir, Your diſtreſs ang mine. 1$ 
going to. be marry'd: | teh 
» Mir. I believe you he, Sir. ot! 

_ Pet. Your humble Servant, Sir. + , [Going 

. Mir. Come hither, Peri7. _Mariy'd, ſay you 2, 

Pet. No, Sir, "tis no Matter ; I only thought to 00 
you a Service, but I ſhall take Care how/I conſer wy 
Favours for the future. __ 

Mir. bs 1 ny ten thouſand Pardons.. 

 [Bowang hw, 


Pet. 
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Pr: 'Ths enough, Sir, ——T come to tell you, Sir, 
that Oriana. is this moment to be ſacrific'd ; many's 
paſt Redemption. 

Mir. T underitand her, ſhe"! take a Huſband out « of 
Spight to me, and then out of Love to me ſhe will 
make him a Cuckold ; 'tis ordinary with Women to 
marry one Perſon for the Sake of another, and to 
'throw themſelves into the Arms of one they hate, to 
ſecure their P eafure with the Man they Te? - But 
who is the happy Man? | 

Pet. A Loid, Sir. 

| Mr. ma her Ladyſhip' s moſt humble Servant ; 
aTramand a Title, hey! Room for my Lady's Coach, 
a Front-row in the Box for her Ladyſhip ; Lights, 
Lights for her Honour. -Now muſt | be a con- 
ſtant Attender at'my Lord's Levee, to work my Way 
to my Lady's Couchee- a Counteſs, I preſume, 
SI, ———— | 

Pet. A Sparigh Count, Sir, what Mr. Datind 0H 
abroad, 1s come to Paris, ſaw your Miſtreſs Yeſterday, 
marries ber To-day, and ho, 2 her into Spain To- -MO:; = 
FOW. L 

Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and tauſt I follow my- Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees.? Had ſhe marry'd within the Pres 
cinQs of a Biller- deux, I would be the Man to lead her 
to Church ;-but as it happens, I'll forbid the Banes. 
Where'is this mighty Don? 

P:t.' Have a Care, Sir,. he's a rough croſs-grained 
Picte/' and'there's no tampering with him; wou'd you 
apply to Mr. D-gard, or the Lady herſelf, ſomething 
might be done, tor it is in Deſpigh: ro you, that the 
Buſineſs is carry'd ſo hatſti)y. Odlo, Sip, here he 
comes. I mult be gone. LE it 


Peres Ot Mir. tree. in a Spaniſh Habit, leading | 
Oriana. 

0-5. Good my L rd. a nobler Choice had deer 
ſuited” your Lordſhip's Merit. My Perion, Rank, and 
Circumitance, expoſe me as. the publick 'Theme of 
Raillery, and ſubje& me to ſo injurious te 3 my 

id, 


a0 The Tnconflant<: - Or. 


| Lord, thatI can lay no Claim to any Part of your Re- 
gard, except your Pity, 

Old Mir. Breathes he vital Air, that dares preſume 
With rude Behaviour to profane ſuch Tr ? 
Shew me the Man | 
And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden Revenge , mm 
Shall fall upon the Head of ſuch Preſumption. | * 

1s this Thing one * p55 Nr ST af) up Fo Miah® 
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Ori. Good my Lord. | 

O/d Mir. If he, or any he! 

Ori. Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a ; Soiiger 

O1d Mir. O your Pardon, Sir——but if you had— 
| remember, Sir—the Lady now is mine, her Inj uries 

_ are mine ; therefore, Sir, you underſtand me—Come, 
| Madam.  TLeads Oriana 7» the Dor, fhe 
| | goes off, Mir. runs to his Father, 


and pulls him ty the Sleeve. 
Mir. E coute, Monſieur Le Owat. 


O17 Mir. Your Buſineſs, Sir? | 
Mir. Boh'! 
_ O74 Mir. Boh! What Language | is that, Sir? 
Mir, Spamjp, my Lord. 
Old Mir. What d*'ye mean ? Tos 
Mir. This, Sir, [Trips up his Heels, 
Od Mir.” A very conciſe Quarrel, truly—T1l bully 
him.——Trinidade Scigneur, give me fair Play. 
[Offering to ri/e. 
Mir, By all Means, Sir. [Takes away his Swword] Now 
_ Seigneur, where's that bombaſt Look, and fuſtian Face 
your Countſhip wore juſt now ? | 


© [Strikes hin. 
O/d4 Mir. The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 


- own: Son right !—But hold,' Sirrah, no more Jefung; 
I'm your Father, Sir, your Father. 

* - Mir. My Father ! Then by this Light I could find 
in my Heart to pay thee. [4/e.] Is the Fellow mad ? 


Why ſure, Sir, I ha'nt righted you out of your if 
Senſes ? 


Od Mir. But you have, Sir, 
TOY, | _ Mir, 


Vi 


Fs 
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Mir. Then. T1 beat them into you again. 


[Offers to flrike him. 
Old Mir. Why, Rogue—— Bob, dear ob, don't 
you know me, C] 51d ? | 


Mir. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellows downright diſtrafted : 


{ Thou Miracle of Impudence? wau'dſt thou make me 
| believe that ſuch a grave Gentleman as my Father 
| wou'd go a Maſquerading thus ? That a Perſon of 


threeſcore and three would run about in a Fool's Coat 


| to diſgrace himſelf and Family ? Why, you impudent 
Villain, do you think T will ſuffer ſuch an Aﬀront to 


paſs upon my honour'd Father, my worthy Father, my 
dearFather? 'Sdeath, Sir, mention my Father but once 


again, and I'll ſend your Soul to thy Grandfather this 
Minute !”. [Offering to flab him. 


O74 Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. + 

Mir. Why then, Sir, you are the ſaucy, Eg 
Spaniard, and I'll uſe you accordingly. 

O'd Mir. The Devil take the Spaniards, Sir, we 


have all got nothivg but Blows fince we began to take 
their Part. ng 


Rater Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugird: res to 
Mirabel, the refl to the Old Gentleman. 


Dug. Fye, tye; Mirabel, murder your Father ! 

Mir, My Father ! What is the whole Family mad? 
Give me Way, Sir, I won't be held. 

Berg Mer. Ne? nori either; let me be gone, pray. 


BY fo dls (Offering fo go. 
Mir. My Father 


01d Mir. Ay, you Dog's Face! I am your Father, 
for I have bore as much for re, as your Mother ever 
did.” ; 

- Mir: © ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems a De- | 
PFs a Contrivance, a Stratagem———Oh! how my 
BoueP ake!-” | 

O14 Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours ? | 

Mir. Why, Sir, han'tTI been beating my own Fleſh 
and Blood all this while ? O, Madam, [To Orizna. we Fo 
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wiſh your Ladyſhip Joy of your new Dignity, Here 


was a Contrivance indeed. 


Pet. The Contrivance was well enough, Sir, for they 


impos'd upon: us all. 


Mir. Well, my dear } ELINS did your Don Quixote 


battle for you bravely ? My Father will anſwer for the 


Force of my Love. 
_ Ori. Pray, Sir, don't inſult the Misfortunes of your 
own creating. 

Dug. My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if] 
ſand tamely now.-— [Comes up between Mirabel and 


his Si//er.} Well, Sir! 


Mir. Well}, Sir! Do you take me for one of your 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Landlord face at 
me ? 

Dug. On what Preſamption, Sir, dare you” aſſume 
thus ? [ Draws, 
Ol Mir. What's that to you, Sir, [ Draws, 

Pet. Hey, help, the Lady faints. _ 

[Oriana fills into her Maid's 4, ms. 

Mir. Vapours! Vapours ! ſhe'll come to herſelf ; 
JF. it be an angry Fit, a Dram of 4/a Fetida——lf 
Jealouly, Harts-horn in Water If the Mother, 

urnt Feathers If Grief, Ratifia——[If it be ſtrait 
Stays, or Corns, there's nomng like a Dram of plain 
Brandy. 
| Ori. Hold of, give me Aire—_—0 my Brother, 
would your preſerve my Liſe, endanger not your own; 
would you defend my Reputation, leave it to itſelf; 
"ris a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword ; 
for tho' our Champion prone victorious, yet our Ho- 
Nour is wounded. 

Old Mir. Ay, and your Lover may be wounded, 
that's another Thing, But I think you-are pretty briſk 
again, my Child. 

Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indiſpoſition was only a Pretence 
to divert the Quarrel ; ; the caprciees Tafte of your Sex, 
excuſes this Arilice | in ours, | 


Far 


4 
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m often, Sober og chief PerfeStions ) (Ab | g 
. Our chief Nefets with fooliſp Men prevail. [Exit. Dy 


Pets. Come, Mr, Dugard, take Courage, there is a 
wa |ill left to fetch bi again. 
Ola Mir. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has : any Refation 


to Spairs,.. 


Dag. 1 fcorn all Artifice whatſoever 3 my word 
ſhall do.her Juſtice. | 

Pet. Pretty Jftice, truly ! Suppoſe you run him 
thro' the Body ; you run her thro' the Heart at the 
ſame Time. . 

Old Mir. And me thro' the Head—rot our Sword, 
Sir, we'll have Plots ; come, Periz, let's hear. 

.Pet. What if ſhe pretended to go into a Neylny, 
and ſo bring him about to declare timſelf? 

Dug. That I muſt confeſs bas a Face. . 

Ol Mir. Face! A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's 

my Life, Sir, 'tis' the' moſt beautiful Plot in Chrifendorr. 


We ll about | it immediately. — [Excunt. 
SCE N E, The Street. | 
Doretete and Mirabel. 


| Dur. '[r a Paſfien.] And tho' I can't darice, nor 
ſing, nor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know 
I can, Sir. 

Mir. I know thou canſt, Man. | 

Dur. 'Sdeath. Sir, and I will : Let me fee the proudeſt 
Man alive make a Jeſt of me? 

Mir. But I'll engage to make you amends, _ 
Dur. Danc'd toDNeath! Baited likea Bear! Ridicul'd ! 
threaten'd to be kick'd! Confuſion !. Sir, you fet me 
on, and I will have Sat:sfaQtion ; all Mankind will point 
at me. 

Mir.'[Afde.]'T muſt give this | Thunderbolt ſome 
Paige, or *twill break vopon my own Head--....... 
My ; As; what theſe” FO laugh 
at 


Vol. Wn C- Enter 
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Enter two Gentlemen, | 
Dur. At me, to be ſure Sir, what wade you 
laugh at me? 
4 Gen. You're miſtaken, Sir, if we were merry, we 
had a private Reaſon, 
2 Gen. Sir, we don't know you. | 

Dur, Sir, T1! make you know me; mark and chlerre 
me, | won't be nam'd; it ſhan't be .mention'd, not even 
whiſper'd in your Prayers at Church. 'Sceath, Sir, d'ye 
ſmile? 

1 Gen. Noti, upon my Word. 

| Dur, Why then, look grave as an Owl in a a Barn, 
or a Fryer with his Crown a ſhaving. . 

Mir. [ A/ide to the Gent.) Don't be bully'd out of your 
Humour, Gentlemen ; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and I'll ftand by you. 

1 G-n. I gad andi1o we will. 

_ Both. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur. Very pretty. [ Draws. ] She threaten'd to kick 
me. Ay, then, you Dogs, I 1] murther ye. | Fights, 

ard beats them off, Mir. runs over to his Szat, 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Dure/ete, there you 
had him. noble Captain ; hey, they run, they run, 
Fittoria, Vittoria Ha, ha, ha how happy 
am I in anexcellent Friend !''ell me of your Virtuoſo's 
and Men of Senſe, a parcel of ſour tac'd ſplenetick 
Rogues———-a Man of my thin Conſtitution ſhould 
never want a Fool in his Company : I don't affe& your 
fine 'Things that improve the Underſtanding, but hearty 
laughing to fatten my Carcaſe : And in my Conſcience, 
a Man of Senſe is as melancholy without a:Coxcomb, 
as a Lion without a Jackall; he hunts for our Diver- 
fion, ſtarts Game for our 6 as and Peioeyy feeds 
us with Pleaſure. 


_ T hate the Man hs makes Acquaintance nice, 
And fill diſoreetly plagues me with Advice ; | 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And muſt give Rentons for whate'er he wy 
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"The Man, indeed, whoſe Converſe is ſo full, | 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: _ 

_ Give me the careleſs Rogue, who never thinks, 

' 'T hat plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 
Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 
But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 
Who til! is merry, but does ne'er deſign it ; 

And till is ridicul'd, but ne'er can find it. 
Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt; 
And his moſt grave Expreſſion is a Jeſt, [Exits 


"The End of the Third A CT. 
KEXEKEORMROXEOARORIOANOXIO 
A'CT-.-Iv; 

SCENE, Ol Mirabel's Houſe. 

Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Dag. HE Lady Abheſs is my Relation, and 
privy to the Plot: Your Son has been 
there, but had no Admittance beyond the Privilege of 
the Grate, and there my Siiter refus'd to fee him, He 
went off more nettled at his Repulſe, than I thought 
his Gaiety could admit. 
Old Mir. Ay, ay, this Nunnery will bring him about, 
_ I warrant ye. A | 
Eater Duretete. | | 
Dur. Here, where are ye all ? —O! Mr. Mira- 
bel, you have done fine 'Things for your Poſterity—— 
And you, Mr. D»ygard, may come to anſwer this 
| I come to demand my Friend at your Hands; reſtore 
him, Sir, or = | Te 0/d4 Mir. . 
O14 Mir. Reſtore him ! What d'ye think I have got 
him in wy Trunk, or my Pocket! | | 
Rc - C 2 | Dare 
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Dur. Sis, he's mad, and you're the Cauſe on't. 

*Old Mir. That may be; for I was as mad as " when 
I begot him. 

Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean I 

Dar. What do you mean, Sir, by ſhutting | up your 
Siſter yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage ? 
Or a Decoy-Duck, to draw others into the Snare ? Your 
Son, Sir, becauſe ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſaken 
the World; and in three Words, has 

O14 Mir. Hang'd himſelf! 

Dur. The very ſame, turn'd Fryer. 

O14 Mir. You lye, Sir, 'tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 
Fryer! Why ſhou'd the Fellow ſhave his fooliſh 
Crown when the ſame Razor may cut his 'I'hroat? 

Dar. If you have any Command, or you any [ntereſt 
over him, loſe not a Minute: He has thrown himſelf 
into the next Monaſtery, and has order'd me to pay off 
| his Servants, and diſcharge his Equipage. 

O/d Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out ; I'll ſacrifice 
the Abbot, if he receives him; T'll try whether the 
Spiritual or the Natural Father has the moſt Right to 
the Child. But, dear Captain, what has he done 
with his Eſtate ? ” 

Dur. Settled it upon the Church, Sir. 

Old Mir. The Church! Nay, then the Devil won't 
pet him out of their Clutches Ten thouſand 
Fives a Year upon the Church! 'Tis downright Sa- 
crilege—— Come, Gentlemen, all Hands to work ; 
for half that Sum, one of theſe Monaſteries ſhall protect 
you a Traytor from the Law, a Rebelliqus Wife from 
her Huſband, and a Diſobedient Son from his own 
Father. [ Exit. 

Dug. But will ye perſuade me that he's gone to 
A Monaſtery ? 

Dur. Is your Siſter gone to the Filles Repenties ? 1 
us _ Sir, ſhe' s not fit for the Society of repemiing 

aids, 

Dag. Why fo, Sir? 


Dur. 
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Dur. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'other ; ſhe's too. 
| old to be a Maid, and too young to repent. 


[ Exit ; z Doug. after bim. 


SCEN E, the I»/ide of a $5 Oriana in a Nuv's. 
Habit 5 B1 IC, | 


Ori. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting 
with this Religious Habit. | 
Biſ. To me, the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking 
it in earneſt : I don't underſtand this impriſoning People * 

with the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that Virtue 
which comes by Conſtraint.—— Beilides, we may 
own to one another, that we are in the worſt Com-- 
pany when among ourſelves ; fer our privee Thoughts 
run us into thoſe Defires, which our Pride reſiſts from. 
the Attacks of the World ; and, you may remember, 
the firlt Woman met the Devil when ſhe retir'd from . 
her Man. 
Ori. But I'm onal d, methinks, to the Mortifi- 
cation of a Nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the Habit be-- 
comes me. | 
Bif. A well-contriv'd Mortification, truly, that makes. 
a Woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did þbe- 
| fore! Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in - 
becoming Dreſs, oyr Sex's Devotion were righty plac'd ; 
for our 'Toylets wou'd do the Work of the Altar; we 
ſhou'd all be Canoniz'd. 
Ori. But don't you think there is a great deal of Me-- 
nit in dedicating a beautiful Face and Perſon to the Ser- | 
vice of Religion ?- 
Bi/. Not half ſo much as devoting 'em to a pretty 
Fellow: If our Feminality had no Buſineſs in this World, 
why was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate our beautiful 
Minds to the Service of Heaven, And far our hand- 
ſome Perſons ; they become a Box at the Play, as well | 
as a Pew in the Church. 
Ori, But the Vieiſſitude of Fortune, the Inconſtancy 
of Man, with other Diſappointments of Life, require 
C3. ſomes 
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fome Place of Religion, for a Refuge from their Per- 
ſecution, | | 
Biſ. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any De- 
votion in a Fellow's going to Church, when he takes 
it only for a SanQuary ? Don't you know that Religion 


 confifts in Charity with all Mankind ; and that you 


ſhould never think of being Friends with Heaven, till 


you have quarrell'd with all the World. Come, come, 


mind your Buſineſs, Mirabe/ loves you, 'tis now plain, 
and hold him to't ; give freſh Orders that he ſhan't ſee 
you: We get more by hiding our Faces ſometimes, 
than by expoſing them ; a very Maſk, you ſee, whets 
Defire ; but a pair of keen Eyes thre' an Iron Grate fire 
double upon 'em, with View and Diſguiſe. But I muſt 
be gone upon my Aﬀairs, I have brought my Captain 
about agaim. _ Fer | 
Ori. But why will you trouble yourſelf with that 
Coxcomb ? EL | © Oi 
_ Biſ. Becauſe he is a Coxcomb ; had I not better have 


' a Lover like him, that I can make an Aſs of, than a 
Lover like yours, to make a Fool of me. [| Knocking be- 


low.) A Meſſage from Mirabel, I'll lay my Life. [She 
runs to the Door.) Come hither, Run, thou charming 
Nun, come hither. : | 

Ori. What's the News? : [Runs to her, 

Bif. Don't you ſee who's below ? &: 

Or7. I ſee no body but a Fryer. 3 
 Bif. Ah! Thou poor blind Cupid! O' my Conſci. 
ence, theſe Hearts of ours ſpoil our 'Heads inſtant]y ! 
the Fel ows no ſooner turn Knaves, than we turn Foo's. 
A Fryer! Don't you ſee a villainous genteel Mein under 
that Cloak of Hypocriſy, the laoſe careleſs Air of a 


_ tall Rakehelly Fellow ? | 


Ori. As I live, Mirabel turn'd Fryer ! I hope, in 

Heaven, he's not in earneſt, | 
Bi/. In earneſt: Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt ? 
Now's your time ; this Diſguiſe has he certainly taken 
'for a Paſſport, to get in- and try your Reſolutions ; 
ſick to your Habit, to be ſure ; treat him I 
| _ | | an 
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dain, rather than Anger ; for Pride becomes us more 


than Paſſion : Remember what I ſay, if you wou'd 


yield to advantage, and hold out the Attack ; to draw 
him on, keep him off to be ſure... we big 


The cunning Gameflers never gain too faffy INI 
But life at foft, to wwin the more at loft. Exit. 


| Or3i. His coming puts me into ſome Ambiguity, I 
don't know how ;. I don't fear him, bur-I miſtruſt my- 
ſelf; wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not have 
bim gone neither ; I'm afraid to talk with him, but I 
love to ſee him tho'. | | 


What a firange Power bas this fe nt 1ſtick F ires 
That makes us dread even what ws moſt defire 


Enter Mirabel in a Fryer's Habze. 
Mir. Save you, ' Siſter Your Brother, young 
| Lady, having a regard for your Soul's Health, has 

os me to prepare you for the ſacred Habit by Con- 

ſhon, | | = 
O-r:. That's falſe, the cloven Foot already. [ 4/ 4] 
My Brother's Care I own ; and to you, ſacred Sir, 
confeſs, that. the great crying Sin which I have long 
 indulg'd, and now prepare to expiate,, was Love. My | 
Morning Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my Daily 
Muſings, Nightly Cares, was Love ! My preſent Peace, 
' my future Bliſs, the Joy of Earth, and Hopes of Heaven! 
] all contemn'd for Love ! OBI ebb | | 
_ Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneft ; Death 
and Confuſion, I have loſt her ! [4/4e.] You confeſs 
your Fault, Madam, in ſuch moving Terms, that [ 
could almoſt be in love with the Sin, OR Ig 

Ori. Take care, Sir ; Crimes, like Virtues, are 
their own Rewards ; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief ; he in whoſe Breaſt I thought my Heart 


ſecure, turn'd Robber, and deſpoil'd the Treaſure that 
he kept. 7 ; 


4» C 4 +: 2 Mr, 
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Mir. Perhaps that Treaſure he eſteems ſo much, 
_ like the Miſer, tho” afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it 
late. | 
 Or1i., No, holy father; who can be Miſer in another's 
Wealth, that's prodigal of his own? His Heart was 
open, ſhar'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then 
become of mine! But the ſame eyes that drew this 
Paſſion in, ſhall ſend it out in Tears, to which now 
| hear my Vow.- or gh” 

Mir. | Diſcovering himſelf. No, my fair Angel, but 
let me repent; here on my Knees behold the Criminal, 
_ vows Repentance his. Ha! No Concern upon 
_ her! OT | 

Ori. 'This Turn 1s odd, and the Time has been, that 
ſuch a ſudden Change wou'd have ſurpriz'd me into 
ſome Confuſion. _ Y 
_ Mir. Reſtore that happy Time, for I am now re- 
turn'd to myſelf, for I want but Pardon to deſerve your 
Favour, and here PII fix till you relent and give it. 
_ Ori. Groveling, fordid Man; why wou'd you a& a 
Thing to make you knee], Monarch in your Pleaſures 
to beSlave to yourFaults? Are all the Conqueſts of your 
wandring Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reduc'd to the baſe cringing of a bended Knee ? Servile 
and Poor! Pray Heav'n this Change be real. [ A/de. 
Mir. I come not here to juſtify my Fault but my 

Submiſſion, for tho? there be a Meannefs in this hum- 

ble Poſture, tis nobler ſhll to bend when Juſtice calls, 
than to reſiſt Conviction. | 

Ori. No more thy oft repeated violated Words 
reproach my weak Belief, *tis the ſevereſt Calumny to 
hear thee ſpeak ; that humble Poſture which once cou'd 
raiſe, now mortifies my Pride; how canſt thou hope for 
Pardon from one that you affront by aſking it? 

_ Mir. Riſes.) In my own Cauſe PI plead no more, 


but give me leave to intercede for you againſt the hard 
Injun&tions of that Habit, which for my Fault you 

Wear. 
Ori. Surpriſing Inſolence! My greateſt Foe pretends 
to give me Countel ; but I am too warm upon fo arg 
a Sub- 
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a Subject. My Reſolutions, Sir, are fix'd ! but as our 
Hearts were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, .. 
ſo I ſhall ſpare ſome Tears to the Separation. [Weeps.} 
That's all ; farewel. 

Mir. And mukt I loſe her ? No. [ Runs, and catches 
her. Since all my Prayers are vain, Pll uſe the nobler © 
Argument of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you. 
refuſe; you're mine by Pre-contra& : And where's the - 
Vow fo ſacred to difannul another ? Pll urge my Love, 
your Oath, and plead my Cauſe *gainſt all Monaſtick 
Shifts upon the Earth. 

Ori. Unhand me; Raviſher ! ! Wou'd you prophane 
theſe holy Walls with Violence ? Horinige for all my | 
paſt Diſgrace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, , 
wou'd I provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, but”. 
be gone. | 

Mie. Incxorable Woman, let me kneel again. 


 [Aweebs.. 
Enter Old Mirabel. | 

Old Mir. Where, where's this counterfeit Nun?. 

Ori. Madneſs ! Confuſion ! Pm rum'd !. 

Mir. What do I hear? [Pats on his Hoed.] What - 
did you fay, Sir ! | 

Ol Mir. I ſay ſhe's « Copnteriaie, and you may-be 
another for ought I know, Sir; 1 have loſt wy Ce ; 
_ by theſe Tricks, Sir, 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir ? 

Old. Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance -- 
to bring my Son to Reaſon, and it has made him ſtark . 
mad ; I have loſt him and a thouſand Pound a Year. 

Mir. {Diſcovering himſelf. |] My dear Father, I'm 
your moſt humble Servant. 

Old Mir. My dear Boy, [Rune and hiffes him.) Wel- 
come ex Inferis, my dear Boy, *tis _ a TIS ſhe's bo 
no more a Nun than I am, 

_ Mir. No! 

. O/d Mir. 'The Devil a bt, 

Mir. 'Then kiſs me again, my dear Dad, forthe - 
moſt happy News —— And now moſt venerable holy 
-iſter, [ Kneels, 

| "3: Fauy 
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Your Mercy and your Pardon 1 implort, 
Fer the Offence of aſking it befere. 


Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice; 


be a Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns 


_ always when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear 


Father, there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that 
you little think ; the free Deportment of ſuch Fellows 
as I, makes more Ladies Religious, than all the Pulpits 
in France, _ 

0-i. O! Sir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd 
what was ſo near PerfeQion ! He is the Counterfeit 
that has deceiv'd you. 

O/d Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, he; 15a. Nun. 

Mir. Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryer 
this Moment. 

O/d Mir. Was everan old Fool ſo banter'd by a Brace 
o'young ones; hang you both, you're both Counterfeits, 


and my Plot's ſpoil'd, that's all. 


Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Diſ- 
appt, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 
[Throws off her Habit. Exit. 
Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ſerv/d a 
turn for us both, and they ſhall e'en go off together. 
[ Takes off his Habit. 


Thus the fick Wretch, when tortur'd by his Pain, 
Hnd finding all Egays for Life are vain ; 
When the Phyſician can no mare deſign, 
Then call the other Do&or, the Divine, 
What Viws to Heaven, wwou'd Heaven reſtore lis 
Health ! 
Foaws all to Heawen, his T, houghts, his AZions, Wealth : 
But if reflar'd to Vigour as before, 
His Health refuſes what his Sickneſs fore. 
The Body is na ſooner Rai?d and Well, 
But the weak Soul relapſes znto 1! ; 


- To all its former Sawing of Lift is led, 


| And leaves its Vows and Promiſes in Bed. 


Exit, throwing away the Habit. 
SCENE 
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S a E N E changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : | Duretete 
with a : Letter. 


Dur. [ Reads.) 
11 7 Rudentſs was only a Proof of your + Fan; which 

I hawe found fo agreeable, that 1 own myſelf pe=- 

nitent, and willing to make any Reparation npon your 


ff Apprarance to | 
in B ISARRE. 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it ;. 
then farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge ; 'tis my 
turn now to be upon the Sublime, Pl! take her off, I. 
warrant her.. 

Enter Biſarre. 
Well, Mifreſs, do you love me! 
Bi. I hope, Sir, you will pardon- the Modeſty. 


Dur. Of what? of a Dancing Devil ! | —— Do you. 
love me, I fay? 2 

Bif. Perhaps I ——— 

Dur. What? 

Bif. Perhaps I do not. 

Dar. Ha! abus'd again ! Death, Woman, Mk-— 

Bi/. Hold, hold, Sir, I do, 1 do | 

Dur. Confirm- it- then- by your: Obedience, ſtand. 
there ; and ogle me now, as if your Heart, Blood and. 
Soul were like to fly out at your Eyes Firſt, the 
dire& Surpriſe (She looks full upon him.) Right ; next 
| the Deuxye ux far oblique. (She gives him the fide 
Glance,) Right; now depart, and languiſh. (She 
turns from . him, and looks over her Shoulder.) Very 
well ; now ſigh. (hz fighs.) Now drop your Fan a 
purpoſe. ( She drops her Z ) Now take it up again :. 
Game. now, confeſs your Faults ; are-not you a proud. 
ſay after me, 

Bif. Proud, 

Dar, Impertinent, 


I. | | Bil. 
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Bi/. Impertinent. 
Dar. Ridiculous, 
_ Bi/. Ridiculous, 

Dur. Flurt. 

Bi/. Puppy. 

Dur, Zoons | Woman, don't provoke me, we are 
alone, and you don't know but the Devil may tempt 
= to do you a Miſchief ; aſk my Pardon immedi- 
ate 

Bil I do, Sir, I only miſtoak the Word. = 

Dar. Cry then, ha' you got cer a Handkerchicf ? 

Biſ. Yes, Sir, 

Dur. Cry then, handſomly ; cry like a Queen in 
a Tragedy. [She pretending to cry, burſ!s out a laughing, 

| and enter two Ladies laughing. 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha. 


Ladies both, Ha, ha, ha. | 

' Dur. Hell broke looſe upon me, and all the Furies 
flutter'd about my Ears ! Betray'd again ? 

Bi/. That you are apon my Word, my dear Captain ; 
ha, ha, ha. - 

Dur. The Lord deliver me. 

1 Lady. What! Is this the mighty Man with the 
Bull-face that comes to frighten Ladies ? I long to lee 
him angry ; come begin. 

Dur. Ah, Madam, I'm the beſt natur'd Fellow in 
the World. 

2 Lath. A Man! We're miſtaken, a Man has Man- 
ners ; the aukward Creature is ſome. Tinker' s Trull in 
_ a Periwig. ; 

Bi/. Come, Ladies, let's examine kim. 
[7 hey lay hold on him. 
Dur, Examine ! the Devil you will! 
- Biſ. Tl lay my Life, fome great Dairy-Maid in 
Man's Clothes. ee. | 
Dur. They will do't; —— look, dear Chriſtian 
Women, pray hear me. 
Biſ. Will you ever actaenpt a Lady's Honour a- 


gain ? 
Dur, 
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Dur. If you pleaſe tolet me get away with my Ho- 
nour, I'll do aty thing in the World. 9" _—_ 
 Bif. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry 
mine ? | 

Dur. O yes, to be fure. 
Bi/. And will you do the ſame by me? 

Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. 

[ Runs out. 

Bi/. Ha, ha, ha, the Viſit, Ladies, was critical for 

our Diverſions, we'll go make an end of our Tea. 


| REA |  [Exeunt. 
Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. | 
Mir. Your Patience, Sir. I tell you I won't marry ; 
and tho” you ſend all the Biſhops in France to perſuade 
me, I ſhell never believe their DoQrine againſt their 
PraQtice. | 
O1d Mir. But will you difobey your Father, Sir ? 
Mir. Wou'd my Father have his youthful Son lie 
lazing here, bound to a Wife, chain'd like a Monkey 
to make ſport to a Woman, ſubje to her Whims, 
Humours, Longings, Vapours, and Caprices, to have 
her one day pleas'd, to-morrow peeviſh, the next day 
mad, the fourth rebellious ; and nothing but this Suc- 
_ cefſion of Impertinence for Ages together. Be mer- 
ciful, Sir, to your own Fleſh and Blood. 
O14 Mzr. But, Sir, did not I bearall this, why ſhould 
not you? _ | | | 
Mir. Then you think that Marriage, like Treaſon, 
ſhould attaint the whole Body; pray conſider, Sir, 
3s it reaſonable becauſe you throw yourſelf down from 
one Story, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the 
Garret Window ? You wou'd compel me to that State, 
which I have heard you curſe yourſelf, when my 
Mother and you have battel'd it for a whole Weck 
together. ELL | 
Old Mir, Never but once, you Rogue, and that was 
| when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then 
| ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an expen- 
five Dog I ſhould have of you, a | 


* 
- 


Bntey 
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ON EN Enter Petit.. 
Well Petit, how does ſhe now 7 

Pet. Mad, Sir, con Pompos — Ay, Mr. Mirabel, 
you'll believe that I ſpeak iruth,, now when I confeſs 
that I have. told you hitherto nothing but Lyes ; our 
Jeſting is come to a. ſad Earneſt, ſhe's downright di- 
ftracted. 7 EA | 


Enter Bifarre. 

Bi/. Where 15 this mighty Vitor! The great 
Exploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- 
queſt, inhumane,. barþarous Man ! O Sir, (To the ld 
| Gentleman) your wretched Ward has found a tender 
Guardian of you, where her young Innocence ex- 
peed ProteCtion, here has ſhe found her Ruin. 
Ola Mir. Ay, the Fault is mine, for I believe that 
Rogue wan't.marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
_ diſobedient Son as his Father did. I have done all 
' ] can, Madam, and now can do no more than run 
mad for Company. | (Cries. 


Enter Dugard with his Sevord drawn. 
Dug. Away ! Revenge, Revenge. 
O74 Mix. Patience, Patience, Sir. = 
(O14 Mirabel holds him. 
Bob, draw. AX Bo © 
Dug. Patience ! The Coward's Virtue, andthe brave 
Man's Failing,” when thus provok'd——— Villain t* 
Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall 'excuſe your Mad- 
neſs; and to ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, 
F'!] bear the Villain from, her Brother. — Put up your 
Anger with your Sword ; | have a Heart like yours, 
that ſwells at an Afﬀront receiv'd, but melts at an Injury 
given ; and if. the lovely O#iana*s Grief be ſuch a mo- 
_ ving Scene, *'twill find a part within this Breaſt, per- 
haps as tender as a Brother's. | 
Dag. To prove that ſoft Compaſſion for her Grief, 
endeavour to remove it. There, there, behold an 
Object that's infeQtive ; I cannot view her, but I am as 
mad as ſhe: (Enter Oriana mad, held by two _ 
| awh0 
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awto put her in a Chair.) A Siſter that my dying Pa- 


rents left, with their laſt Words and - Blefling to my 


Care. Siſter, deareſt Siſter. (Goes to her. 
Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know 
p + SR | bj 
Ori. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, Sir ; — Oh! 
oh my Heart ! Were you never in Love, fair Lady ? 
And do you never dream of Flowers and Gardens ? 
—][ dream of walking Fires, and call Gigantick Sights. 
Take heed, it comes now— —— —— What's that ? Pray. 
ſtand away : I have ſeen that Face ſure. How. 
light my Head is! | 1 | 
Mir. What piercing Charms. has, Beauty, ev'n in- 
Madneſs ! theſe ſudden Starts of undigeſted Words ſhoot 
thro! my Soul, with more perſuaſive Force than all the 
ſtudy'd Art of labour'd Eloquence.—— Come, Madam, . 
try to repofe a little. | 
_ Ori. I cannot; for I muſt be up to go to Church, 
and I muſt dreſs me, put on my new Gown, and be ſo 
fine, to meet my Love. Hey ho!—— Will not you: 
tell me where my Heart lies bury'd? E, 
Mir. My very Soul is touch'd—— Your Hand, my 
Fair. | 


Oi. How ſoft and gentle you feel ? I'll tell you your | 


Fortune, Friend. | 


Mir. How ſhe ſtares upon me ! | 

Ori. You have a flattering Face ; but 'tis a fine one- 
——] warrant you have five hundred Miſtreſſes 
Ay, to be ſure, a Miſtreſs for every Guinea in his 
Pocket —— Will you, pray for me? I ſhall die to- 
morrow-——And will you ring my Paſling-Bell ? 

Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created ! whoſe 
Nature, even diſtrafted, has a Cunning : In vain let 


_ Man his Senſe, his Learning boaſt, when Woman's 


Madneſs over-rules his. Reaſon. Do you know me, 
injur'd Creature? | | 
Ori, No, but you ſhall be my intimate Ac- 
quaintance—in the Grave, (Weeps. 


Dir, 


as I am, do feel my Soul ſo toſs'd with Storms cf 


Lady, and my Defire of Reparation is come at length 


_ a whole World of mad Women, that had almoſt —— 


that a Woman's in earneſt, *till the iS -nail'd in her 
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Mir. Oh Tears, I muſt believe you ; ſure there Sal | 
kind of Sympathy in Madneſs ; for even I, obdurate 


Paſſion, that I could cry for help as well as ſhe. —- 
[Wipes his Eyes. 

Ori, What have you loſt your Lover? No, you 
mock me ; Þ'll go home nd pray. 

Mir. Stay, my fair Innocence, and hear me own 
my Love ſo loud, that I may ca!l your Senſes to their 
Place, reſtore 'em.to their charn..ng happy F unCtions, 
and reinſtate myſe!f into your Favour. 

Bij. Let her alone, Sir, tis all too late; ſhe trem- 
bles, hold her, her Vits grow ſtronger by her talking ; 
don't trouble her, ſhe don't know you, Sir. 

O1d Mir. Not know hum ! what then ? ſhe loves to 
ſee him for all that. 


Enter Daretete. | 
Dur. Where 1c you all? What the Devil ! melar- 
choly, and I here ! Are ye ſad, and ſuch a ridiculous 
Subject, ſuch a very goud Jeſt among you a5 I am ? 
Mir. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no place 
for Bagatel: I have murder'd wy Honour, deftroy'd a 


too late : See there, 

Dur. What ails her ? 

Mir. Alas, ſhe's mad, 

Dur. Mad! doſt wonder at that ? By this Light, 
they” re ali ſo; they're cozening mad ; they're/brawl- 
ing mad ; they're proud mad; I juſt now came from 


What, is the dead ? 

Air. Dead ! Heav*ns forbid. 

Dar. Heav'ns further it; for 'till they be as cold as 
a Key, there's no troſting them ; you're never ſure 


Coffin. Shall I talk to her? Are you mad, Miſtreſs ? 
Biſ. What's that to you, Sir? 
Dar. Oons, Madam, are you there? [Runs of.. 


TH of 
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Mir. Away, thou wild Buffaon ; how poor and mean 
this Humour now appears ? His Follies and my own 
I here diſclaim ; this Lady's Frenzy has reſtor'd my 
Senſes, and was ſhe perfe&t now, as once ſhe was (be- 
fore you all I ſpeak it) ſhe ſhould be mine ; and as ſhe 
is, my Tears and Prayers ſhall wed her. | 

Dug. How happy had this Declaration been ſome 


| Hours ago. 


4 


Bi/. Sir, ſhe beckons to you, and waves us to go 
of; come, come, let's leave 'em. | | [N. 
 [ Ex. omnes, but Mir. and Ori, 

Ori. Ob, Sir. | | ge 

Mir. Speak my charming Angel, if your dearSenſes 
have regain'd their Order ; ſpeak, Fair, and bleſs me 
with the News. | By 

Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunning of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeited Frenzy that has reſtor'd to my 


poor labovring Breaſt the deareſt, beſt belov'd ,of 


M7 F; ot Be 

Mir. 'Tune all ye Spheres, your Inſtruments of Joy, 
and carry round your ſpacious Orbs, the happy Sound 
of Oriana's Health ; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was 
next to yours, is now in Tune again ; the counterfeit- 
ing Fair has play'd the. Fool. 


4 auas fo mad to pawn my Liberty : 
| But now we both are well, and both are free. 


Ori, How, Sir, Free! * 
Mir, As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a 
Lunatick ! Look ye, my Dear, you have counterfeited 
Madneſs ſo very. well this bout, that you'll be apt to 


She was ſo mad to er me ; ? | 


| play the Fool all your Life long — Here, Gentle- 


a 


men. 
Ori. Monſter ! you won't diſgrace me. 
Mir. O' my Faith, but I will ; here, come in Gen- 
tlemen. A Miracle ! a Miracle ! the Woman's | 
diſpoſleſs'd, the Devil's vaniſh'd, | 


y | | : | Enter 
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| Enter 01d Mirabel and Dugard. 
O14 Mir. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs'd ? 
_ Mir, With the worſt of Dzmons, Sir, a Marriage- 
Devil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz'd, 
I promis'd my Endeavours to cure your Siſter; no 
mad Doftor in Chriſtendom could have done it more 
effeQually. Take her into your Charge; and have-a 
. Care ſhe don't relapſe; if ſhe ſhould, employ me not 
again, for I am no more infallible than others of the 
Faculty ;. I do cure ſometimes. | 
Ori. Your Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove 
the greatelit Poiſon to my Health ; for tho' my former 
Frenzy was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real 
Madneſs, —_[Exit; Old Mir. ofter, 
Dug. This was a turn beyond my Knowledge ; I'm 
fo confus'd, I know not how to reſent it, [Exit, 
Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I 'ſcap'd? 
Was not I __ now upon the Brink of Deſtruction ? 


Enter Duretete. 
O, my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom ; no \ Lark, 
| eſcap d from the devouring Pounces ofa Hawk, quake 
with more diſmal Apprehenfion. 
Dur, The matter. Man |! 
 _ Mir. Marriage, Hanging ; I was juſt: at the Gallows- 
foot, the running Nooſe about my Neck, and the Cart 
wheeling from. me. Oh——I ſhan't be myſelf 
this Month again. 

Dur. Did not I tell you ſo-? They are. all alike, 
Saints or Devils : their counte: feiting can't be reputed 
a Deceit ; for 'tis the Nature of the Sex, not their Con- 
trivance, 

Mir. Ay, ay: There's no living herewith Security : ; 
this Houſe is ſo full of Stratagem and Defign, that 1 
muſt abroad again. 

Dur. With a'l my Heart, I'll: bear thee Company, 
my Lad ; I'll meet you at the Play ; and we'll ſect out 
bor 1taly to-morraw Morning. 


Arr. 
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Mir. A Match ; I'll gopay my Complement of leave 
to my Father preſently. hg 

Dur. I'm afraid hell ſtop you. 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his 
Settlement of a thouſand Pound a Year upon me ! No, 
no, he has paſs'd away his Authority with the Con- 
veyance ; the Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed 
for the ſake of the dying one. - 


What makes the World attend and croud the Great ? 
Hopes, Intereſt, and Dependence, make their State-: 
Behold the Anti-Chamber f1'd with Beaux, 

A Horſe's L evee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 
Tho' grumbling Subjets make the Crown their Sport, 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court, 
Dependence, ev'n a Father's Sway ſecures, 

For tho! the Son rebels, the Heir is yours, 


The End of the fourth A C'T.- 


ACT:VY. 


SCENE, the Street before the Play-houſe z, 
 Mirabel and Duretete as coming from 
the Play. 


Dar. F FT O W- d'ye like this Play ? 
bb Mir. I !1k'd the Company ; the Lady,. 
the rich Beauty in the Front-box had my Attention : 
 Fheſe impudent Poets bring the Ladies together to. 
ſupport them, and to kill every body elle. 


For Deaths upon the Stage the Ladirs cry, 
But nt'er mind us that in the Audience die : 


The 


[1 
| 
| 


CE ee rr err rn In——__——_—_— — 
' 
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The Poet's Hero foould not move their Pain, 
\ But they ſhou'd weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. , 


; ns Hoity, toity ; did P-y//;s inſpire you with all 
ihis? | 

Mir. Ten times more ; the Play-houſe is the Ele- 
ment of Poetry, becauſe the Region of Beauty ; the 
Ladies, methinks, have a more inſpiring triumphant 


Air in the Boxes than any where elſe, they fit com- | 
 manding on their '['hrones with all their SubjeQt flaves 


about them : Their beſt Clothes, beſt Looks, ſhining. 
Jewels, ſparkling Eyes, the Treafure of the World in 

a Ring, Then there's ſuch a hurry of Pleaſure to 
tranſport us ; the Buſtle, Noiſe, Gallantry, Equipage, . 
Garters, Feathezs, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, Ogles, Love, 
Muſick, and Applauſe : I cou'd wiſh that my whole 


5 the firſt Night of a new Play. 


| Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey ; 
have you beſpoke Poſt-Horſles? | 
Mir. Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one 


_ ta diſcover the Lady, one to unfold myſelf, and one to 


_ me happy ; and then I'm yours to the World's 
Dur. Haft thou the Impudence to promiſe thy ſelf 
a Lady of her Figure and Quality in ſo ſhort a time ?. 
Mir. Yes, Sir——T have a confident Addreſs, no. 
diſagreeable Perſon, and five hundred Lewrdores in my 
Pocket. ; TY, 
Dur, Five hundred Lewigdores / You a'n't mad ?. 
Mir, I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of 


her black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as 


her Head. I compar'd her Necklace with her Looks, 
and the living Jewels out-ſparkled the dead ones by a 
Million. ©. 

Dur. But you have own'd to. me, that abating 


_ O-:ana's Pretenſions to Marriage, you lov'd her pal- 


ionately ; then how can you wander at this rate ? 


| 1 Ir. 
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Mir, I long'd for a Partridge tother Day off the 
'King's Plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have 
it, r muſt eat nothing. 2 

Dur. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet ; you may remem- 
ber what narrow '{capes you have had abroad by fol- 


lowing Strangers ;' you forget your Leap out of the 


Curteſan's Window at Bologna, to ſave your fine Ring 
there. : Fs fore 

Mir. My Ring's a Trifle, there's nothing we poſ- 
ſeſs comparable to what we defire——be. ſhy of a 
Lady barefac'd in the Front-Box with. a thouſand 
Pound in Jewels about her Neck! For ſhame, no 
more. | | | ue; 


Enter Oriana in Boy's Clothes with a Letter. 
 Or:. Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir ? | 
Afr. Yes, Str. © TOSES | 
Ori. A Letter from your Uncle in Picardy. 
Hs | __ [Giwes the Letter, 


Mir. [ Read] | 

H E Bearer is the Son of a Proteflant Gentleman, 

who fixing for his Religion, left me the Charge of 
this Youth, [a pretty Boy.) He's fond of ſome hand- 
Some Service that may afford him Opportunity of Im- 
| provement ; your Care of him will oblige 

= Yours, 

Has't a mind to travel, Child ? hs | 

Ori. "Tis my Defire, Sir ; I ſhould be pleas'd to 
ſerve a Traveller in any Capacity. EF 

Mir. A hopeful Inclination; you ſhall along with 
"me into {taly, as my Page. © 

Dur. T don't think it ſafe; the Rogue's [Noiſe 
without] too handſome The Play's done, and 
ſome of the Ladies come this way. Ok = 


Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page, 

Mir. Duretete, the very Dear, Identical She, 
Dur. And what then? -} 

Mir, Why 'tis ſhe, be. 

; | Dar. 
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Der. Ard what then, Sir? 
_ Mir, Then! Why, Look'e, Sirrah, the 6rft 
| Plece of Service I put upon you, is to follow that Lady's 
Coach, and bring me word where ſhe lives. 


{To Oriana, | 
Ori, I don't-know the 'Town, Sir, and am afraid of } 
loſing myſelf. 
| Mir. Pſhaw.. 


Lam. Page, what's become of all my Pcople ? 

Page, I can't tell, Madam, I can ſee no fign of your | 
Ladyſhip's Coach | 

Lam. That Fellow is got into his old Pranks, and 
fall'n drunk ſomewhere ; ncne of the Footmen there ? 

Page. Not one, Madam. 

Low. Theſe Servants are the Plague of our Lives, 
what ſhall I do ? 

Mir. By all my Hopes, Fortune pimps for me; now 
Dauretete for a piece of Gallantry. 

Dur. Why you won't ſure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute ! Let not your Servants Neg- 
le&, Madam, put your Ladyihip to avy Inconvent- 
ence, for you can't be diſappointed of an Equipage 
whilſt mine waits below ; and wou'd you honour the 
Maſter io far, he would be proce to pay his Atten- 
_ dance. 

Dur. Ay, to be ſure. [ Zfade, 
Lam, Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome; for 
_ my Habita'ion is a great Way off. 

Dur. Very true, Madam, and he's a little engag'd, 
| beſides, Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well, 
Madam. 

M:r, Rude Beaſt, be quiet ! [T, o Duretete. ] The far- 
ther from home, Madam, the more Occaſion you have 
| for a Guard——pray, Madam 
Lam. Lard, Sir. [He ſeems to preſs, ſoe to 

 4cline it in dumb fheaw. 


Dur. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence ; now he 
wheegles, ſhe ſmiles; he flatters, ſhe fimpers ; he 
ſwears, ſhe believes; he's a Rogan, and te” F Wo 


Mir, ; 


in a Moment, 
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Mir. Without there ! my Coach ; Duretete, wiſh me 
Joy. [Hands the Lady out, 

Dur. Wiſh you a Surgeon! Here you little Picard, 
go follow your Maſter, and he'll lead you—— 

Ori. Whither, Sir? 

Dur. To the Academy, Child : 'tis the Faſhion 
with Men of Quality to teach their Pazes their Ex- 
erciſes ——go. 

Ori. Won't you go with him too, Sir; that Wo- | 
man may do him ſome harm, 1 don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now Mr. Page, do you ſtart up to 
give Laws of a ſudden; do you pretend to riſe at 
Court, and diſapprove the Pleaſure of your Betters : 
Look'e, Siwrrah, if ever you wou'd riſe by a preat 
Man, be fare to be with him in his little Actions, and, 


W as a Step to your Advancement, follow your Maſter 


;mmediately, and make it your RPE: that he yu to. 
a Bawdy Houſe. 


Ori, Heav'ns forbid. [Exit. 

Dur. Now wou'd I ſooner take a Cart in Compa- 
ry of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman : 
What a ſtrange Antipathy have I taken againſt theſe 
Creatures; a Woman to me is Averſion upon Aver- 
ſion, A Cheeſe, a Cat, a Breaſt of Mutton, the ſqueel- 


ing of Children, the Tart S of PUTEFD and. the Snuff 
of a CE. | 


SCENE,  @ « handſome artaene. 


© Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 

Lam, 'To convince me, Sir, that your Service was 
ſomething more than good Breeding, pleaſe to lay out 
an Hour of your Company upon my Delire, as you 
have already upon my Neceflity,” 

Mir. Your Defire, Madam, has only revented my 
Requeſt: my Hours ! Make 'em yours, Madaiy, 'Ele- 
ven, Twelve, One, Two, Three, and all that belong 
to thoſe happy Minutes. 

Lam. But I muſt trouble you, Sir, to diſmiſs your 
Retnne, becauſe an Equipage at my Door, at this 

L time 


Te The Intonftant-:” Or, 


time of Night, will not be conſiſtent. with my Repu- 
tation. 
Mir. By all means, Madam, all batons ittle Boy—- | 
Here, Page, order my Coach'and Servants home, and 
do you ftay; 'tis a fooliſh Country Boy, that kriows | 
nothing but Innocence. | 
Lam. Innocence, Sir? 'I ſhould be Corry if you 
made any ſiniſter ConſtruQions of my Freedom. | 
. Mir. O Madam, I muſt not pretend to remark\upon 
any body” s Freedom, having fo entirely forfeited my 


Law: Well, Sir, 'twere convenient towards our eaſy 
Correſpondence, that we enter'd into a free Confidence 
of each other, by a mutual Declaration of what we 
are, and what we think of one another. —Now, 
Sir, what are you? _ 

Mir. Io three Words, Madam, —— I a am a Gen- 
tleman, I have five hundred Pounds in my Port, 
and a clean Shirt on. 

Lam. And your Name 1s= 
_ Mir. Muſlapha. Now, Madam, the Inventory 
of your. Fortunes, 

- Lam, My Name is Ldkder, my Birth noble; I 
was marry'd young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, impe- 
Tious Fellow ; the Huſband ſpoiled; the Gentleman ; 
Crying ruin d my Face, *till at laſt I took Heart, Jeap'd 
out of a Window, got away to my Friends, ſu'd my 
Tyrant, and recover'd my Fortune I hiv'd from 
fifteen to twenty to pleaſe a Huſband ; from twenty 
to forty I'm refolv'd to pleaſe myſelf, and from thence 
upwards Ill humour the World. 

Mir. The charming wild Notes of a Bird-broke out 
of its ny 

Lam. 1 mark'd you. at the Play, and fometbing I 
 faw of a well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable” Tour a- 
bout you.  Methought your Eyes made their man- | 
nerly. "Deannads with ſuch an arch Modeſty, that I 
don't know .how pup but I'm en AS Ha, ha, ha, 
Ts my, bei IT bf 


Mir. *© 


with all my Heart. 
Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. Myfapha, you have 


got the fineſt Ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it . 


right ; pray let me tee it. 

Mir. Hum! Yes, Madam, *'tis, *tis right 

but, but, but, it was given me by my Mother, an 

old Family Ring, Madam, an old-faſhion'd Family- 

Ring. | + 
4H Ay, Sir - If you can entertain yourſelf 


with a Song for a Moment, I'll wait on you imme- 


diately ; come in there, 
__. Enter Singers. 
Call what you pleaſe, Sir. 
Mir. the new Song —— Prither, Phillis, Sc. 


C$SONG. 
[4 


Certainly the Stars have been in a firange eoT : 
10U 


Humour when I was born—Ay, this Night 


I have had a Bride in my Arms, and that I ſhou'd 
like well enough :- But what ſhou'd I have to-morrow 


Night? The ſame. And what next Night? The 
ſame. And what next Night? The very ſame : Soop 
for Breakfaſt, Soop for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and 
Soop for Breakfaſt again But here's Variety. 


T lowe the Fair bo free gives ber Heart, 
That's mire by ahh > ature, not of Art ; 
Who boldly owns ewhate'er her Thoughts indite, 
Ang is tco model for a Hypocrite. | 


| [Lamorce apprars at the Dor, as he runs towards 


ber, four Braves flep in before her, He flarts 


back, END | 
She comes, ſhe comes—— Hum, hum=—Bitch—— 


Murder'd murder'd to be ſure ? The curſe@ Strumpet ! 


To make me ſend away my Servants —— no Bod 


near me | Theſe Cut-throats always make fure Work, 
'Vor, II. EG 
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Mir, Ha, ha, ha, I rejoice in your good Fortune _ 


but, _ 


What 


D.C cans 
© Le 
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What ſhall I do? I have bur one way. Are theſe 
Gentlemen your Relations, Madam ? 

Lam. Yes, Sir. | 

Mir. Gentlemen your moſt binkbte Servant ; Sir, 
your moſt faithful, yours, Sir, with all my Heart ; 
your moſt obedient come, Gentlemen, [Sa/utes 
all round] pleaſe to fit —— no Ceremony, next the 
Lady, pray Sir. 

Lam. Well, Sir, and how d'ye like my Friends? 

 [Thyy all fir. 

Mir. O, Madam, the moſt finiſh'd Gentlemen ! I 
was never more happy in good Company in my Life ; 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have travel 'd? 

1 Bra. Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Which way, way I preſume ? 

1 Bra. In a Weſtern Barge, Sir, 

Mir. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty ; facetious pretty Gen- 

_ tleman! 

- Lam. Ha, ha, ha; 'Sir, you hare got the prettieſt 
Ring upon. your Fi inger there — . 

Mir. Ah! Madam, 'tis at your Service with all my 


ooo gr a — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


O_o 


2 Br. Pray, Sir, what's a Clock ? 

Mir. Hum ! Sir, I have left my Watch at home. 

2 Braw. i thought I ſaw the String of it juſt now— 
Mir. Ods my T.ife, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here 


| Heart. [Cfering the Ring. 

| Lam. By no Means, Sir, a Family-Ring ! 

| [Takes it. 

| Mir. No Matter, Madam. Seven hundred Pound, 

\ by this Light. "T6. - - 
if : | 

| 


CCC An 
- —__ 


it is —— but-it don't go. [7 afting g it up. 
a | Lam, © dear Sir, an Engli 1b Watch | Tompion's, ! 
| preſume. 


Mir. D'ye like it, Madan = no Ceremony—— 
'tis at your Service with all my Heart and Soul 
Tompion's! Rang ye. [Afide. 

1 Bra. But, Sir, above all Things, I admire at 
Faſhion and Make of your Sword-hiſe. fab 

Mir. Pm mi;;hty glad you like it, Sir, _ 

1 Bra. Wilt you part wich it, Sir ' 2 


_ S.CT ne Ee ears coals ena 
" ” m— 


_—_— 
G4 < 


all my Heart. 
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Mir. Sir, I won't ſell it. | 
; 1 Bra, Not fell it, Sur ! Fo ET ds A © 
| Mir. No, Gentlemen, ——but I'll beſtow it with 
| [Offering ie. 


fade I kave | 


- 1 Bra. O, Sir, we ſhall rob yau. _ 
Mir. 'That you do I'll be ſworn. [ 


another at home, pray, Sir,— Genilemen you're 


too modeſt, have I any thing elſe that you fancy f—— 
Sir, will you do me a Favour? [7s the 1: Bravo] I 
am extremely in love with that Wig which-you wear, 
will you do me the Favour to change with me ? 
| 1 Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family-Wig, and I 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it 
| Mir. Sir your moſt humble Servant. | 
Es | [They change Wigs. 
1 Bra. Madam, your moſt humble Slave. 
| [Goes up foppiſhly to the Lady, falutes her. 
2 Bra. The Fellow's very liberal ; ſhall we murder. 
him ! ] -:.5 
1 Bra. What! Let him *'ſcape to hang us all! And 
T to loſe my Wig ; no, nq! I want but a handſome 
Pretence to quarrel with him, for you know we muſt 
att like Gentlemen. Here, fome Wine——— [Wire 
here.) Sw, your good Hezlth. Ft adi 
BS [Pulls Mirabel by the Nofe. 
Mir. Oh ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant; a pleaſant. 
Frolick enough, to dripk a Man's Heaith, and pull 
him by the Noſe ; ha, ha, ha, the .pleaſanteſt pretty- 
humour'd Gentleman. 
Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glaſs. [Mir. drin4s. 
1 Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir? bY 
_ Mir, Very good o' the kind, Sir: But I tell ye 
what ; I find we're all inclin'd to be frolickſome, and 
I'gad, for my own part, I was never more diſpoſed to 
be merry ; let's make a Night on't, ha! This 
Wine 1s pretty, but I have ſuch Bargunay at home. 
— 'e, Gentlemen, let me ſend for-half a dozen 


Flaſks of my Burgundy, I defy France-to match ity 


———Twill make vs all Life, all Air, pray, Gen- 
tlemen, = v 


Y | D 2 2 Bra. 
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2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his Bur; Lundy ! 

1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can ; here call 
up the Gentleman's Servant What think you, 
L 1morce ? | 

Lam. Yes, yes, = your Servant is a fooliſh 
Country Boy, Sir, be underſtands nothing but In- 
nocence. 

.-- .. BF. BY; ay, Mbdeth Hire: Page, [Enter 
 Oriana] take'this Key, ol go to my Butler, order 
him to ſend half a dozen Flaſks of the red Burgundy, 
mark'd a thouſand ; and be ſure you make haſte, T 


1-ng to. entertain my Friends here, my very good 
Friends. 


Omnes. Ab, Jear; Sir! Wing 

1 Bra. Here, Child, take a Glaſs of Wh | 
Your Maſter and I have chang'd Wigs, Honey, in a 
Frolick.——Where _g you this pretty Boy, honeſt 
Muſftapha ? 

Ori, Muflapha! ER 

Mx.” Out of Picardy - this 3 1s the firſt Errand 
| he has made for me, and if he does it _ P7"!.) en- 
covrage him. | 
 'Ori, The red Burgundy, : ns 
_ Mir. Thered, mark'd a thouſand, Pt'y” fre you 
make haſte. | 

Ori.” I ſhall, Sir. A  {[Exir. 

1 Bra. Sir, you were pleas'd to like my / Wig, have 
you any Fancy for. my Coat } — Look'e, Sir, 'it 
rY ſerv'd a great many honeſt Gentlemen very faith- 

ull 
| Mir. Not fo faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a 
ſcurvy Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceflity.—- 
The Inſolence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Cruelty. 


F:/77/2 

Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. 

Mir. Only concera'd, Madam, that I ſhou'd have 
no Servant here but this little Boy he'll make 
ſome confounded Blunder, I'll by my Life on't, I 
wou'd not be Gilappointed of my Wine for the Uni- 


 veile. 
Lam. 


Plat e of Sou 
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Lam. He'll do well enough, Sir ; dutSupper” Sready, 


will you F pl-aſe to eat a Bit, Sir? 


Mer. O, Madam, I never had a better Stomach i in 
my Life. | 


Lam. Come then, 


we "7 nothing but @ 


Mr. Ab The PERIMY >= I cou's diſp pip 
with now. { F/ae.] (Exit, handing the L 


2 Bra. That Wiy won't fail to-your Share. 


1 Bra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wea- 3t.. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him? 

3 Bra, To be iure. I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales ; I wonder 
at the Impudence of the Erng/;4 Rogues, that will 


| hazard the Meeting a Man. at the Par that they have 
- encounter'd upon the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence 


to look a Man in the Face after I have done him an 


Injury, therefore we'll murder him, _ [Excant. 


S C EN E changes to Ola Mirabel's Houſe. 

«a 

EF ter Duretete. 

Der. My Friend has forſaken me, I have abandon'd 
my Miſtreſs, my Time lies heavy on my Hands, and 
my Money burns in my Pocket——But now | think 
on't, my Myrmidons are upon Duty to-night ; I'll fairly 
ſtrole down to the Guard, and nod away the Night 
with my honelt Lieutenant over a Flaſk of Wine, a 
Rakehelly Story, and a Pipe of Tobacco. 
[Going off, Bif. meets bim. 

Bif. Who come there ? ſtand ! 

Dur, Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd " WAR ITY 

Biy. Look'e,.Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again, 
——— I deſign to wait on you as far as [aly. 

Dur. Then ['1! travel into Wil:s. 


Biſ. Wales ! What Country's that? 
Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you' re 


never out of the way, 'cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 
High-Road. 


'D3 Biſe 
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_  Bſ. Rather always in a High-Road, *cauſe you travel 
all upon ak 5 — bar be? 't as it will; Flt jog along 
with you, 

Dur... But we FEST) to ſail to the Eaft-Indies. | 

_ Bif. Eaft, and Weſt, "tis all one to me; T'm z tight 
ard lighr, and the fitter for ſailing. 
, oh But ſuppoſe we take thro” Germany, and drink 

ar 

Bi/. Suppoſe I take thro Germany and drink harder 
than you. 

Dur Suppoſe l go to a Bawdy-houſe. 

Bif. Suppoſe I ſhew you the Way. 

Dur. *Sveath, Woman, will you go to the Guard 
with me, and findatk a Pipe ? 
 Bif. Al.ons donc? 
Dur. The Devil's in the Woman ; — ſuppoſe 2 | 
hang myſelf. 

Bl There I'll Teave you, 

Dur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is wel- 
eome. 

Biſ. Hold, hold, Sir [Catches him by the Arm ging] 
one word before we part. 

Dur. IL et me go, Madam, —— or I ſhall think that 
you te a Man, and .tobry 6 "may examine you, 

Bif Sur if you dare z I have til] Spirits to attend 
me ; and can raiſe ſuch a, muſter of Fairies as ſhall 
| puniſh you to death Come, Sir, ſtand there 
now and ogle me : [He Gs upon her.) Now a lan- 
guiſhing Sigh! [He gro.n;.] Now run and take my 
Fan, — fatter. [He runs and takes it up.) N.w 
play with it handſomely. 

Dur. Ay, ay. [He tears it all in Pireer, 

Biſ. Hold, hold, dear humorous Coxcomb ; Captain, 
ſpare my Fan, and Fll — Why, you rude, inhuman 
Monſter, don't you expeR to pay for this ? 

Dur. Yes, Madam, there” 5 Twelve hag, for that 
15 the Price on't. 


B:/, Sir, it coſt a Guines. > RS, ' 


Dur. 
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Dur Well, Madam, ou hall bave the Sticks 

| Throws them to ber, and = 
Bis Ha, ha, ha; ridicaltous below. my Concern. I 
. muſt follow Him however, 'to know if he fcan give me 


any News of Oriana, [Eat 
SCENE changes to Lamorce's ies ; 

| ' "Pater Mirabel Sole. | 

Mir. Bloody Hell-hounes, I over-heard you : —_ 
Was not I two Hours apo the happy, pay, rejoicing 
Mirab.l ? How du I plume my Hopes in afair 
coming Proſpect of along Scene of Years ? Life court- 
ed me with all the Charms of Vigoor, Youth, \ ard 
Fortune ; ; and to be torn away from all my p-omiſed 
Joys is more than Death ; the Manner tov, by Vy- 
Jains, —— O my O-4«na, this very Moment might 
have blefs'd me in thy Arms! and my poor Boy,' the 
Innocent Boy | Confuſion !—But huſh, they come: 


I muſt diſſemble {til——No News of my Wine, Gen- 
tlemen? 


Enter the four Bravoes. | 
1 Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Country. Booby has 
Joſt himſcH, and we can wait no longer for't : 
Toe, Sir, you're a pleafant Gentleman, but 1 ſuppoſe 
you underſtand our Buſineſs. : 

Mir. Sir, 1 may go near to gueſs at your Ewploy- 
ments ; you, Sir, are 2 Lawyer, I preſume, you a Phy-_ 
fician, you a Scrivener, and you a NNE -jobber,— 
All Cut throats, I-gad, +, + THhds. 
| 4 Bra, Sir, I am a broken Officer ; I was caſhed 
at the Head of the Army for:a Coward : So TI took up 
the Trade of Murder to retrieve the Reputation "my 
- -Qodrage,”. =: 

3 Bra. lama Soldiet 160, and woy'd-ſerve my King, 
but I dow't like the Quarrel, and I have more Honour 
than to fight in a bad Caule. 

2 Bra. | was bred a Geatleman, and have no Eſtate, 
but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro' the 
' Prezudice of Education. 


D 4 | _ 1 Bra, 
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1 Bra, T am a Ruffian too, by the Prejudice of Edu- 
cation, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if your 
Wine had come, we might have trifled a little longer. 
ae: a Sir, which Sword will " fall by ? mine, 


þ h 2 Bra. Or mine ? ph [/raws, 
3 Bra. Or mine ? | [ draws. 
4 Bra. Or mine ? [ draws, 


__ Mir, I ſcorn to beg my Life ; but to be butcher'd 
thus! O there's the Wine : this Moment 
for ( knocking) my Life or Death, 


| Enter Oriana, | 
Loſt, for ever loſt! — Where s the Wine, Child } 


t 
Ori, Coming uP, Sir, (Raney - Ab - 


Enter Duretete with bis Ser drawn, and fix of the 
grend AMujqueteers with their Pieces preſented, the 
Ruffians drop their Sqawords, [ Oriana goes off. 

| Mir. The Wine, the Wine, the Wine, Youth, Plea- 

ſure, Fortune, Days and Years, are now my own 
again. Ah, my deer Friends, did not I tel] you 
this Wine wou'd make me merry ? —— Dear Captain, 
theſe Gentlemen are the beſt-natur'd, facetious, witty 
SIRI that ever you knew, 


| Enter Lamorce. 

Lam. Is the Wine come, Sir ? 

Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come—ſee there ? 
Mo to " Soldiers. ) Your Ladyſhip has got a very | 

ne q og upon your Finger. 
Lam, Sir, 'tis at your Service. 

Mir. Oho! is it ſo? Thou dear Seven hundred Pound, 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Heart =—— 
Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got the lineſt built 
Watch there ! Tompion's, I preſume, 

Lam. ay you may wear It. 


Mir 


Phe Way "3vin Vim. gr 


"Mir. ©, Madam, by no 'riieans, 'tis t60 mich — 
SF Rob you of all !——/T aking ; it from her ) Good dear 
| | Time, thow'rt a precious. thing, m glad I have re-. 
p triev'd thee: (Putting it up) * kar my Priends ne 
lected all this while ! © Cerglinen, you'll pardon | 
Complaiſance to the Lady. How now—is it civil 
to be ſo out of Humour at my Entertainment, and I 
| fo pleaſed with yours ? Captain, you're ſur riz'd at all 
this ! but we're in our Frolicks, you muſt OW,— 
Some Wine here. TR 


Fl Enter Servant with Wine... 
; Come, © tain, this worthy Gentleman's Health, | 
nts ks the fir hor Bravo by the Noſe; he roars. 

But now, Logs ere's my, dear. Deliverer, . my 
Boy, my charming Boy ! 7 

; 1 Bra, 1 hope ſome. of, our Crew below-ſtairs have 

3 Cdifpatch'd. him. | 

i” Mir. Vitamin, what ſfay*ſt thou ?: Diſpateb'd! Fork 

; have ye all tortured, . rack'd; torn to Pieces alive, if 


|| you have. touch'd my Boy,——Here, Page | Page! 
# (Runs ut 
ur. Here, Gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure thoſe - 

Fellows... 


1- Bra, Yes, Sir, we know you and- your Guard will 
be very civil to us. 

Dur. Now for.you, Madam ;——He, TY Y —— 
I'm ſo pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one 
Woman before I die Well, Miſtreſs | Snap-Dragon, . 
which of theſe honourable Gentlemen 1s fo happy to - 
call you Wife ? © 

1 Bra... Sir, the ſhould. have. "WY - mine to-night, 
*cauſe Sampre here had her laſt Night, Sir, ſhe's very, 
true to us all: four, . 

Dur. Take 'em to. Juſtice. . [The Guards carry 

onde tek Ow fs OR. ; 


| Emter Oli Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre, . 
Old. Mir. mw, Rebeb, where's Bob ? where' s my 


| _ Boy? 0; — 
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| What, is this the Lady? apretty Whore, faith ?—Heark'e 
Child, becauſe my d 4 

with a Coach, I'll treat you with a Cart, indeed I will. 
'' Dug. Ay, Madam, ——and you ſhall have a fwin- 


on was fo civil as to oblige you 


> 


; ping Equipage, three or four thouſand Footmen at your 


Teels at Ieaft. | 
Dat. No lefs becomes her Quality. 
Biſ. Faugh! the Monſter ! - fs 
Dur. Monſter ! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let 


me -wit'yon. 75 | 
Sas wr None” 
O14. Mir. Ah, my dear Beb, art thou ſafe, Man ? 
| Flr: No, no, Sir, I'm ruin'd, the Saver of my Life 
1610K--""-- | TE 
Old. Mir. No, he came and brought us the News, 
Mir. But where is he ?* —-[ Exter Oriana.] Ha! 
Toy and embraces her.) Ny dear Preſerver, what ſhall 
do to recompence your Truſt ?!—Father, Friends, 
Gentlzmen, behold the Youth that has reliev'd me from 
the mot ignominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poi- 
nards of theſe bloody Ryffians, where to have falln 
would have defam'd my Memory with vile Reproach. 
—— My Life, Eſtate, my All, is due to ſuch a Fa- 


' your — Command me, Child, before you all, before 
. my late, ſo kind indulgent Stars, I ſwear-to gfant 


whate'er you aſk. | Sls 

Ori. To the ſame Stars indulgent now to me, I will 
appeal as to the Juſtice of my Claim ; I ſhall demand 
but what was mine before———— the juſt Performance 
of your Contract to Or:ara. | 


| [Diſcovering her/elf. 
On. Oriana ! | 
Ori. In this Diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follew you abroad, 


 counterfeited that Letter that got me into. your Service 


and fa, by this ſtrange Turn of Fate, I became the 
Inftrument of your Preſervation ; few common Servants 
wou'd have had ſuch Cunning ; my Love inſpir'd me 
with the meaning of your Meſſage, *cauſe my Concern 
for your Safety made me ſuſpe&t your Company. 

Dur, Mir. you're caught. : 


I Mir, 
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Mir. Caught! TI ſeorn the TT of Impoſition, 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have de- 
ſpis'd, and broke thro' all Contrivance, Caught! No, * 

*tis my voluntary A ; this was no human Stratagem, 
but by my providential Stars, deſign'd to ſhew the Dan- 
gers wandring Youth incurs by the Purſuit of an un- 
lawful Love, to plunge me headlong in the Snares of 
Vice, and then to free me by the Hands of Virtue : 
Here, on my Knees, I humbly beg my fair Preferver's 
Pardon; my 'Thanks are needleſs, for myſelf I owe. 
And now for ever do proteſt me yours. 

Old. Mir. 'Tall, all di dall. Sings.) Kiſs me, Daugh- 
ter——no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt, *{To Lamorce) tor 
you're the Cauſe on't. Well, Barre, what ſay you 
to the Captain ? | | | Eh 
* Bi/. 1 lzke the Beaſt well enough, but I dowt under- 
| Rang his Paces ſo well as to venture him 1n a ſtrange 
Road. ood. 

Od. Mir. But Marriage is o beaten a Path that you. 
can't go wrong. | es np Ne. | 
_ Bi). Ay, *tis fo beaten that the Way is ſpoil'd. 

Dur. "There is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy 
Huſband —1 cou'd marry thee to-day for the Privi- 
tege of beating thee to-morrow. | | | 

O/d. Mir. Come, come, you may agree for all this. 
Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with this ? M, 

Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure 
poor Son's AﬀeChon to my Siſter, I wou'd double her 

*ortune. | 
Mir. Fortune! has ſhe not given me mine? my 
Life, Eſtate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous 
| ſelf, —Virtue, in this fo advantageous Light, has her 
own ſparkling Charms, more tempting far than glit- 
tering Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil { Po:nting to 
Lamorce) that ſets this Brightneſs off! (To Oriana.) 
Here view the Pride (To Oriana) and Scandal of theSex.- 
(To Lam.) There (Zo Lam.) the falſe Meteor, whoſe 
deluding Light leads Mankind to DeſtruQtion. Here 
(To Onana) the bright ſhining Star that guides to a 
Security of Happineſs, a Garden and a fingle he 
(To 
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(To Oriana) was our- firſt Father's Bliſs ; the Tempter 
(To Lam.) and to wander, was his Curſe. | 


| What Liberty canbe ſo tempting there, (Tolam.) 
As a ſoft, virtuous, an'rous Bondage here ? (To Oriano. 


» 
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The End of thfifth ACT.” 


SONG: By Mr. O— _— 


Kor by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 


| 8 | 
OINCE, Cala, *tis not in our Power | 
To tell how long our Lives may laft, 
Begin to lowe this very Hour, © | 
You've hoft too much in what is paſt. 


b | IT. 

For fince the Power wwe all obey, 
Has in your Breaft my Heart confin'd, 
| Let me my Body to it lay, 

In vain you'd part what Nature joiu'd. 
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Written by NaTHanitL Rows, Eſq; 
And ſpoken by Mr. WiLks. 


FR O M Fletcher's great Original, to-day 

We took the Hint of this our Modern Play : 
Our Author, from his Lines, has firove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconſflant, free Gallant : 
With a gay Soul, with Senſe, and Will to rove, 
With Language, and with Softne/s fram'd to move, 
With lth Tr uth, but with a World of Lowe. 
Such Forms on Maids in Morning Slumbers wait, © 
When Fancy firft inſiruds their Hearts to beat, ( ot 
When firft they wiſh, and figh for what they know nat 
Frown not, je Fair, to think your Lovers may 
Reach Jour co cold Hearts by ſome unguarded Way ; 
Let Villeroy's Misfortune make you wif, 
There's rx fob fill in Darkneſs and Surprixze ; ; 
Tho' from his Rampart he defy'd the Foe, 
Prince Eugene found an Aquedud below. 


| pgs eaſy Freedom, and a gay Addreſs, 


— reſfing Lover ſeldom wwanis Succe _ 

Whillt Fd Rebetal like the Greek, fits down 
And waſtes a ten Year's Siege before one Town, 

For her own ſake, l:t no forſaken Maid, 

Our W _— for want of Love, upbraid; 


Since 
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Since? tis a Secret, none ſhou'd Oer conf fb, 
That they have loft the happy Pow'r to pleaſe. 

yu Juſpedt the Rogue inciin'd to break, 

reak firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a Week $: ; 
As Princes, when they refly S tateſmen doubts, af 
Before they can ſurrender, turn 'cm out. ( 
What&er you think, grave Uſes may be madt, / 
' And much even for Inconſt:incy be ſaid, _ | : 
Let the good Man for Marriage-Rites defign'd, 
With fludicus Care, and Diligence of Mind, 
Tun over every Page of Womankind ; 
Mark every Senſe, and how the Readings Va! YI, 
And, when he Anou's the worſt on't,—let him marry. 
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EPHE Commons of England have a Right of Petition- 
4 ing; and fince by your Plce in the Senate you are 
= oblig'd to bear and redreſs the Subjef, T preſume up- 
on the Privil-ge of the People, to give you the follow- 

As Prowgues introduce Plays on the Stage, ſo Dedication 
uſher them wnto the great Theatre of the World; and as 
wu. chuſe ſome ftanch Aftor to addr:ſ7 the Audience, /o 
we pirch upon jome Gentl:man of undiſputed ant FL 
recommend us to the Reader. Books, like Metals, require 
to be fiamp! with ſome valuable Effigies before they be- 
come? poftular and current. | 

To eſcape the Critichs, 1 reſolv'd to take Sanfuary with 
one of the brft ; one «ho differs from the Fraternity in 
this, That tis Good nature 1s ever predominant ; can 
_ an Author's ſmallefi Faults, and pardon the 
Preateſs. | 
: Your generous Approbation, Sir, has done this Play ſer. 
wie's but has irjur'd the Author ; for it has mad: him 
in;/ufferebly vain, and he thinks himſelf authoriz'd to 
fland up for the Merit of his Performance, <hen ſo great 
a Maſier of Wit has declar'd in his Fawour, 

The Muſes are the moſi Coguetifh of their Sex, fond of 
bein; admir'd, and always putting on thtir beft Airs to 
the finefi Gentleman: But alas, Sir ! Their Addreſſes are 
 fral», and their fine Things but R petitton; for there ts 
nothing new in Wit, but what is fuund in y ur own Conte 
verſation, | | 
\ Cou'd I aurite by the h*lp of Study, as you talk with- 
out it, [ wou'd venture ro ſay ſomething in the uſual 
Strain of Dedication ; but as you have toa much Wit to 
uffer it, and I too little to unvertake it, I hope the 

orld will excuſe my Deficiency, and you will pardon the 
 Preſumption of, | FF | 


| | SIR, ES 
December 23, | Your moſt Oblig'd, and”. 
L702, _ Moſt humble Servant, 


__ G. Faxqunam 


done the /}ram.a contiderable Seryice, had he arraign'd 
the Stage only to puniſtrits Mijutemeanors, and not to 
take away its Life ; but there is an' Aevantage to be 
made ſometimes of the Advice. of an Enemy, and the 
_ only Way to diſappoint his Deſigns, is to improve 
upon his InveCtives, and to make the Stage flouriſh, 
by the Virtue of that Satyr by which he thought to 
ſuppreſs it. + hes > L 
I have therefore in this Piece endeavour'd to ſhew, 
that an Zs/4 Comedy may anſwer the Striftneſs of 
Poetical Juſtice : hut indeed the greater Share of the 
Fngl'h Audience, (I mean that part which is no far- 
ther read than in Plays of their own Language) have 
1mb:b'd other Principl-s, and ſtand up #5 vigoroul- 
ly for the oid Poetick Licence, as they do for the 
Liberty of the Subje&t. They take all Innovations 
for Grievances ; and let a Proje& be never ſo well 
| laid for their Advantage, yet the Undertaker is very 
likely to ſuffer by't. A Play without a Beau, Cully, 
. Cuckold, or Coquet, is as poor an Entertainment 
to ſome Palates, as their Sunday's Dinner wou'd be 
without Beef and Pudding. And this I take to be one 
Reaſon that the Galleries were ſo thin during the 
oe this Play, I thought indeed to have es 


qd. he ſplenetick Zeal of the City, by makinga Gentleman 
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a Knave, and puniſhing their. great Grigvancem-——A 
Hhorimaſter : but a certain Virtaoſo: of that Fraterni- 
ty has told me fince, that the Citizens were never 
more diſappointed in any Entertainment ; for (/aid he) 
however pious we may appear to be at home, yet we 
never go tothat end of the 'Town but with an Intention 
0 be lewd. | + 

_ There was an Odium caſt upon this Play, before it 
appear'd, by ſome Perſons who thought it their In- 
tereſt to have it ſuppreſs'd. 'The Ladies were fright- 
[ed from ſceing it, by formidable Stories of a Midwife, 
aud were told, no doubt, that they mult expe&t no 
4:fs than a Zab.ur upon the Stage ; but I hope the exa- 
mining into that Aiperſion will be enough to wipe it 
off, fince the Charatter of the Midwife is only 1o far 


.touch'd as is neceſſary for -carrying. on the Plot, 


ſhe being principally decypher'd in her piocuring Ca- 


_ -pacity ; and I dare not affront the Ladies fo far, as 


= 9:74 oh they cou'd be offended at the expoſing of a 
Gawd. | PE 19s; YL 
Some Criticks complain, that the Deſign is de- 
fetive for want of C:z/ia's Appearance in the Scene z 
but I had rather they ſhould ftind-this Fault, than L 
forfeit my Regard to the Fair, by ſhewing a Lady of 
Figure under a-Misfortune z for which Reaſon | made 
-her only Nominal, and choſe to expoſe the Perſon 
that irjur'd her: And if the Ladies don't apree that 
/ bave done. her Juſtice in the End, I'm very forry 
-for't: PE = : | 2 
-- Some People are apt to ſay, That the CharaQter of 
'R chmore points at a particular Perſon; tho' I muſt 
confeſs,o] ſee nothing but what is very general in 
' his CharaQter, except his marrying his own Miſtreſs ; 
which by the way he never did, for he was no ſoon- 
er off the Stage, but he chang'd his Mind, and the. 


. -Poor Lady is ſtill i» fatu Bus: But upon the whole 


- Matter, 'tis Application only makes the- Aſs ; and 
| Characters in Plays, are like Long-/ane Clothes, not 


hung 
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- hung out for the Uſe of any particular People, but to 
be bought by only thoſe they happen to fit. 
The moit material ObjeRion againſt this Play is 
- the Importance of the SubjeA, which neceſlarily leads 
mmto Sentiments too great for Diverhion, and ſuppoſes 
Vices too great for Comedy to puniſh. 'Tis ſaid, I muſt 
. own, . that the Buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to ridi- 
cule Folly, and that the Puniſhment of Vice falls rather 
Into rhe Province of 'I'ragedy ; but if there be a mid-_ 
dle Sort of Wickedneſs. too high for the Sock, and too- 
low for the. Byſkin, is there ary Reaſon that it ſhou'd. 
o unpuniſh'd ? What are more obnox'ons to humane 
Ociety, than the Villains expos'd in this Play, the 


Frauds, Plots and Contrivanccs upon the Fortunes of 


Men, and the Virtue of Women ? but the Perſoovs are 
too mean for Heroick ; then what muſt we do with. 
them ? Why, they muſt of neceſlity drop into Come-- 
dy : For it is unreaſonable to imagine that the Law- 
givers in Poetry wou'd tie themſelves up from executing 
.that Juſtice which is the Foundation of their Conſtitu- 
tion ; or to fay, that expoſing Vice is the Buſineſs af 
the Drama, and yet make Rules to ſcreen it from Per- 
ſecotion. nr En E: 
Some have aſk'd the Queſtion, Why the Elder 
Wou'dbe, in the Fourth Act, ſhou'd caunte;feit Mad. 
neſs in his Confinement ? Don'c miſtake, there was no 
fuch thing in his Head ; and the Judicious cou'd ca- 
fily perceive that it was only a Start of Humour put 
on to divert his Melancholy; and when Gatety is 
firain'd to cover Misfortune, it may very. naturally be 
overdone, and rife to a Semblance of Madneſs, ſuffici- 
ent to impoſe on the Conſtable, and perhaps on ſome- 
of the Audience; who taking every thing at Sight, 
 Impute that as a Fault, which I am bold to ſtand up 
for, as one of the moſt maſterly Strokes of the. whole 
Piece 5s | 
This I think ſufficient to obviate what ObjeQions 
I have heard made ;. but there was no great Occa- 
ſion for making this Defence, having had the Opinion | 
of ſome of the greateſt Perſons in England, both for 


* Quality 


br 
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vs 
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Quality and Parts, that the Play has Merit _— to 
ink 


hide more Faults than have been found ; and I 
their-Approbation ſufficient to excuſe ſome Pride that- 


- may be incident to the Author upon this Performance. 


 I'muſt own myſelf oblig'd to Mr. Longu-vilie for 


ſome Lines in the Part of Teague, and ſomething of 


the Lawyer ; but above all for his Hint of the Twins, - 
upon which I form'd my Plot : But having paid him 
all due Satisfaftion and Acknowledgment, | muſt do 
myſelf the Juſtice to believe, that tew of our modern 


| Writers have been leſs beholden to foreign Aﬀiiftance 
' in their Plays, than I have been in the foilowing 


Scenes. 


P mr 0- 


OOO - 77 1 PS CR; ar! er 


4F-.3 


EEE ANT MIATA EAREDY 


PROLOGUE: By Mr. MoTTEUX. 


Spoken by Mr. w ILKS. 
An ALARM ſounded. 


ITH Drums and Trumpets in this warring Age, * 
\ A Martial Prologue ſhould alarm the Stage. 
New Plays —— &er Ated, a full Audience near, 

Seem T exwns inveſted, when a Siege they fear, 

Prologues are like a Fore-lorn Hope ſent out 
Before the Play, to ſtirmiſh and to ſcout * 
Our dreadful Foes,: the Criticks, when they ſpy, 
They cock, they charge, they fire, —then back they fly. 
T he Siege is laid———their gallant Chiefs abound, | 
Here— Foes intrench*d, there—g littering T roeps around, 
And the loud Bat ries roaar—from yonder riſing Ground. _ 
In the firſt AR, briſk Sallies, (mi/s or hit) 
With Vollies of ſmall Shot, or ſuip-Juap Wit, | 
Attack, and gall the Trenches of the Pit. Wh 
The next——the Fire continues, but at length 
Grows leſs, and ſlackens like a Bridegroom's Strength. 
The third, Feints, Mines, and Countermines abound, | 


Your Critick Engineers ſafe under-ground, 

| Blow up our Works, and all our Art confound. | 

The fourth—brings on moſt Aion, and "tis. ſharp, 
Freſh Foes crowd: on, at your Remiſſne/s carp, | 

And dejprate, tho? unſeill'd, inſult our Counterſearp. | | 

T hen comes the Jaſt; the gen'ral Storm is near, | | 

The Poet-Governor now quakes for Fear ; 


Runs wildly up and dewn, forgets to huff, 
Hnd wou'd give all hes plunder\d-—— to get off. 


Ne 


PROLOGUE 5 
$-—Don, and Monſieur—Bluff, before the Siege, 

Were quickly tam'4—at Venlo, and at Liege: | 
*Tavas Viva Spagnia ! 'Yive France! before ; | 
New, Quartier : Monſieur ! Quartier ! Ah ! Senor! 
But what your Refolution can withſtand ? ES 
You maſter all, and ave the Sea and Land. 

In War —your Falour makes the Strong ſubmit ; 

Your Fudgment humbles all Attempts in Wit. 

What Play, what Fort, what Beauty can endure 

All fierce Afſaults, and akways be ſecure /! 

Then grant *em gen'rous Terms who dare to write, 

Since now—that ſeems as deſp rate as to fight c 

If we muſt yield —yet er the Day be fixt, 

Let us hold out the Third—and, if we may, the Sixth, 


FY - 


' PRAMATIS | 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MEN. 
Elder Weou'dbe, 4 & : Mr. Wilks. 
Young Wou'dbe, Ee Mr. Cibber. 
Richmore, | ns Huſband. 
Trueman, Ty Mr. Mzlls. 
| Subtleman, Mr. Pinkethman 
Balderdaſh 
and { Mr. 7obn/on, 
Alderman, EEH=- 
Clear- Account, a Steward, Mr. Fairbank, | 
 Fair-bank, a Goldſmith, : ' Mr. Minns. 
Teague, | 1 OE Mr. Bowen, 
WOMEN, | 
Conflance, .- Mrs, Rogers. 
| Aurelia, x. Mas, Hook. 
Midnight, * Mr. Bulleck, 
 Steward's Wife, Mri Moor. 


Conſtable, Watch, &&c. 


SCENE, LONDOYXN. 
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ACT. 1 
SCEN E, | Lodgings. 


The Curtain drawn ups diſcovers young Wou'dbe @ dre/- 
fing, and his Pak buckling his Shoes. | 


GE R Ei is, ſuch a Plague every Morn- 
6. ing , with buckling Shoes, gartering, 
C "combing, ard powdering Pſhaw ! 
ee ceaſe thy Impertinence, J'll dreſs no 
SEG more to-day Were I an hone 
rem that riſes from his Litter, ſhakes himſelf, and 
ſo is dreſt, I cou'd bear it. 


Enter Richmore.. 
| Rich. No farther yet, Wou'dbe! "Tis almoſt One, 


Vol Il, © RD Y. 


elle 
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 Y. JV. Then blame the Clock-makers, they made 
it ſo; — Prithee, what have we to do with Time? 
Can't we let it aloneas Nature made it ? Can't a Man 
eat when he's hungry, go to Bed when he's ſleepy, riſe 


| When he wakes. dreſs when he pleaſes, without the 


Confinement of Hours to enflave him? 

Rich. Pardon me, Sir, I underſtand your Stoiciſm 
—— You have loſt your Money laſt Night. 

Y. W. No, no, Fortune took care of me there—— 
I had none to loſe, _ 

| Rich. "T's that gives you the Spleen, 
Y. W. Yes, I have got the ms and ſomething 
Heark'e | 
Rich, How! | —_[Whiſpers, 
Y. WV. Poſitively. The Lady's kind Reception was 


the moſt ſevere Uſage I ever met with — —She'n't I 
break her Windows 


-Richmore ? 
Rich, A mighty Revenge truly : Let me tell you, 


Friend, that breaking the Windows of ſuch Houſes are 


no more than writing over a Vintner's Door, as they 


 &9 in Holland — Vin tes hoep. *'Tis no more than a 


Buth to the Tavern, a Decoy to the Trade, and to draw 
in Cuſtomers; but upon the whole Matter, TI think, 


a Gentleman ſhou'd* put up an Aﬀront got in ſuch 
little Company ; for the Pleafure, the Pain, and the Re- 


ſentment. are all al ke ſcandalous, 

Y. #/. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found you 
one wn with the Flying Poft tn your Hand, hunt- 
ing for Phyſical Advertiſements ? 

Rich. That was in the Days of Dad, my Friend, 
in the Days of dirty Linen, Pit- Maſks, Hedge-Taverns, 


and Beef-Steaks: But now I fly at nobler Game, the 


Ring, the Court, Pazlet's and the Park. 1 deſpiſe 
all Women that I apprehend any Danger from, leſs 
than the having my Throat cut 3 and ſhould ſcruple 
to converſe even with a Lady of Fortune, unleſs her 
Virtue were loud enough to give me Pride in ex- 
poſing it —— Here's a Letter I receiv'd this Morn- 


ang; You mi read it, [Gives a Letter. 


_Y.W. 
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y. W [Reads] [ 
T F there be Solemnity in Proteflations, Faflice i in "wi 
ven, or Fidelity on Earth, I may /'ill depend on the . 
Fai h of my Richmore Tho' I may conceal my Love, 
1 n1 longer can hide the Eff: As on't from the iVorld 
Be careful of my Honour, r:member yeur Vos, and fy 
to the Relief of the pt nt Fogg i 
 Clelia. 


The Fair, the Counted, Bloomia Cletia © 

Rich. The ctedulous, troublelome, fooliſh Cle/ra. 
Did you ever read ſuch a fulſome Harangue 
I ord, Sir, I am near my Time, and want your Af-. 
ſikance Does the filly Creature imagine that any 
Man wou'd come near her in thoſe Circumſtances, 
unleſs it were DoQtor Chamberlain'—— T0 may keep 
the Letter. 

Y. W. But why wou'd you truſt it wich me? You, 
know I can't keep a Secret that has any Scandal int, 

Rich. For that reaſon I communicate it, I know. 
thou art a perfeA Gazette, and will ſpread the News _ 
all over the Town : For you muſt underſtand that "M 
am now beſieging another ; and I would have the Fame; 
of my Conqueſt upon the Wing, that the Town may. 
ſurrender the ſooner. 

Y. W. But if the Report of your Cruelty goes alon 
with that of your Valour, you'll find no Garriſon of 
any Strength will open their Gates to you. 

Rich, No, no, Women are Cowards, the Terror pre- : 
vails uponthem more than Clemency: My beſt Pretence | 
to my Succeſs with the Fair, is my uſing 'em ill; "tis 
- turning their own Guns.upon 'em, and [ have always 
found it the moſt ſucceſsful Battery to aflail one Repu- 
tation by ſacrificing another. 

Y.F. I cou'd love thee for thy Miſchief, did I not. 
envy thee for thy Succeſs in't, 

Rich, You never attempt a Woman of Figure, 

Y.W. How can1? This confounded Hump of 
mine is ſuch a Burthen at my Back, that it preſſes me 
_ here 1 in the Dirt and Diſeaſes of Covent-Gare _ 

SS : deny 
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den, the low Suburbs of Pleaſure —— Curſt Fortune ! 
I am a younger Brother, and yet cruelly depriv'd of 
my Birth-righc, a handſome Perſon ; feven thouſand 
a Year in a direct Line, wou'd hare ſtraiten'd my Back 
_ to ſome Parpolſe- —— But 1 look, in my preſent 
Circumſtances, like a Branch of another kind, graft- 
ed only upon the Stock, which makes me grow ſo 
coged: 77H?” Dn nb 

Rich. Come, come, 'tis no Misfortune, your Father 
is ſo as well as you. © EW | RS. ne 
_ Y. W. Then why ſhou'd not I be a Lord as well as 
he? Had I the ſame Title to the Deformity, I cou'd 


| bearſt. 


Rich. But how does my Lord bear the Abſence of 
your 'Twin-Brother? = OO. 

Y. JW. My Twin-Brother! Ay, *twas his crouding 
me that ſpoild my Shape, and his coming half. an 
| Hour before me that ruin'd/ my © Fortune ——— My 
Father expell'd me his. Houſe ſome two Years apo, 
| becauſe I would have perſuaded him that my 'Twin- 
Brother was a Baſtard —— He gave me my Portion, 
which was about fifteen hundred Pound, and I have 
fpent two thouſand of it already. As for my Brother, 
he don't care a Farthing for me. as : 

Rich, Why ſo pray? *'_ EO oy 
"'Y.W. A very odd Reaſon — Becauſe T hate him. 

Kith. How ould he know that? Ls 
Y. W. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be 


ſo, | | 
Rich. But did your aftions ever expreſs any Malice 
to him ? | | 

Y. W. Yes: I would fain have kept him company ; 
but being aware of my Kindneſs, he went abroad: 
He has travell'd theſe five Years, and I am told, is a 
grave, ſober Fellow, and in danger of living a great 
while; all my hope is, that when he gets into his 
Honour and Eftate, the Nobility will ſoon. kill him 
by drinking him up to his Dignity. But. come, 
Frank, | have but two Eye-ſores in. the World, a 
Brother before me, and a Hump behind me, _- 
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thou art Rill laying 'em in'my Way: Let us afſame an 


Argument of leſs Severity —— Can'ſt, ow: Oy me'a 
B:ace of hundred Pounds? _ ., pc 


Rich. Whatwou'd you do with 'em ?.. 

Y, H". Do with 'em'!—TFhere's a Queſtion- ikea 3 
m—— Do you think I wou'd eat 'dm. 

Rich. Yes, o' my troth wou'd you, and drink 'em 
together. — Look'e, Mr Wou'dbe, whilft you kept 
well with your Father, 1 cou'd have ventur'd '© have 
Jent you five Guineas, — —But as the Caſe flands, I 
can aſſure you, 1 have lately paid off my Siſters For- 
tanes, and 

Y.W. Sir, this Put-off looks like an Aﬀront, when 
you know I don't ute to take ſuch Things, 

Rich. Sir, your Demand is rather an Afront; when 
you know I don't uſe to give ſuch Things, 

Y #. Sir, I'll pawn my Honour. 

Rich. That's mortgag'd already for more than it is 
worth ; you had better _ your Sword there, 'rwill 
bring you forty Shilliogs. |, 

Y, W. 'Sdeath, Sir; ahkes his Swerdeff the Table, 
| Rich. Hold, Mr. 'Wos dbe, —— ſappoſe 1 : als =n 

end to your Miisforcunes all at once, 
__Y.W. How, Sir? Soy 

Rich, Why, gotoa Magiſtrate, and FEE you wou'd 
have robb'd me of T'wo hundred Pounds —— Look'e, 
Sir, you have been often told, that your Extravagance 
wou'd ſome Time or other be the ruin of you ; and it 
will go a great way in your Inditment, to have turn'd | 
the Pad upon your Friend. 

Y. W. "This Uſage is the height of Ingratitade from 
| you, in whoſe Company I have ſpent my Fortune. 

Rich. I'm therefore a Wuneſs, that it was very ill 
ſpent — Why wou'd you keep Company, be at equal 
Expences with me that have fifty times your Eſtate ? 
What was Gallantry in me, was Prodigality in you : 
mine was my Health, becauſe I cou'd pay for it ; yours 
a Diſeaſe, becauſe you cou'd not. 

Ml I. And is this all. I muſt expe& from our Friend- 


? # 
wp E 3. Rich. 


. Grops me for a Trifle 
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Rich, Friendſhip! Sir, there can be no ſuch king 


- without an Equality. 


_ Y.HF. Thar is, there Law! be no fuck, thing when 
there 1s occaſion for't. 
Rich, Right, /Sir,——our Friendſhip. was over a 


| Bottle only 3 and whilſt you can pay. your Club of 
- Friendſhip, I'm that way your: humble Servant ; but 
- when once you come EN I'm this way 


your humble 'Servant._ | [Ear 
\Y. WW. Rich, big, proud, arrogant Villain! | have 


? beon twice his Second, thrice fick of the ſame Love, 


and thrice cur'd by the ſame Phyfick,: and: now he 
— — — That an honeſt Fellow in 
his Cups, ſhou'd be ſuch a:Rogue when he's ſober ! 


—— — The narrow-hearted Raſcal:has been drinkin 
_ Coffee this Morning. Well, thou dear ſolitary Halt: 


Crown, adieu |! — Here, Jack [Enter Sefvant]: tak - 


- this, - pay for a Bottle of Wine, and bid: Balderda/h 
. bring it himſelf. [Exit. Servant.] How melancholy 
' are my poor Breeches ; not one Chink-! —— Thou 
. art a villainous Hand, for thou baſt pick'd my Pocket, 


This Vintner now thas all the Marks of an ho. 


reſt Fellow, a broad Face, a copious Look, a ſtrut- 


ting Belly, and a jolly Mien. I have brought him 


' above three-Pound a Night. for-theſe two Years fſuc- 


ceflively.. The Rogue: Has: Aas-2708, TM you w he 


| wall bur lend it. 


Eater Balderdaſh with a Bottle _ Glo 


Oh, Mr. Bulderdafh, good Morrow. 


Bald. Noble Mr. Wu 'dbe, I'm your moſt humble 
Servant —— I have brought you a Whetting-Glaſs, 
the belt O/d Heck in Europe ; I know 'tis your Drink 


4p a Morning, 


Y. /". Tl pledge you, Mr. Balderdofs. 


-4 Bald. Your Health, Sir. | [ D. inks, 


Y. . Pray, Mr. Balderde/h, tell me one Thing, but 


fy firſt ſit down : Now tell. me PRE what ou. _ 
. of Mme. | 


4 o EE "Bald. 
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_ Bald. Think of you,. Sir! -I think that you: are the 
honeſteſt, nobleſt Gentleman, that ever -drank-a/GGlaſs 
of Wine ;- and the, beſt Cuſtomer that ever came. imo 
my Houſe. 

*Y. W. And you really think-as. you ipeat.. .\ 

Bold. May this Wine be my Poiſon,. Sir, if I don't | 
ſpeak-from the bottom of my Heart. | {4 [Dronks, 

_ Y.F. And how much Money do you think 1 bows 
ſpent. in. your Houſe ? 
_ Bald. Why, truly, Sir, by a moderate Computation, X 
_T do believe, that] have handled of your, Money. the 
beſt Part of, Five hunered TING within - held, two 
Years. . 

Y.W. Very well! And do you think! that you lie 
under. any Obligation for the 'T'rade I have 6 xer7 oY 
to your Advantage? i no ets 556% 

_ Bald: Yes, Sir; and if I can ſerve you. in any. re- 

&,. Pray: command me to the umoſt of wy: Abi- 


| 'Y. Well! thanks. to my Stars, then; 5s Rill oaks 
honefly 5 in Wine, Mr. Baiderda/{,, T.embrace you and 
your Kindneſs: 41 amy at preſer:t-a little low in Caſh, 
| and muſt beg you tolend me a hundred Pieces. 
Bald. Why truly, Mr. Wow'dbe, | was afraid it would 
_come'to this;' I haye had it;.in my. Head ſeveral times | 
to. cauiion.you upon. your Expences : But you were {0 
very genteel in. my Houſe, and your Laberal:ty became 
you ſo very well, that I was unwilling to ſay any thing 
that might check your Diſpoſtion ; but truly, Sir, I 
can forbear no longer to tel} you, that you bave been 
a little too extravagant.. 
Y. /”. But ſince you reap'd the Benefit of my Extra- 
Yagance, 1you will, I hope, conſider my Necellity. 
ala. Conſider your Neceftity! I do with all my 
_ Heart, and muſt tell-you, moreover, that I will be no 


longer acceſlary to it: I defire you, Sir, to Ipenc 
my Houſe no more. HS 


Y. W. How, 26" 

Bale. I ſay, Sir, that L have an Honour for my 
_ good Lord your Father, En will not ſuffer his Son 
— E4 to 
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to rum into ahy Inconvenience: Sir, T ſhal! order my 
| Drawers not-to ſerve you with a drog of Wine:——— 
| Wou'd you have me connive at 'a Gentleman's De- 
AruQtion? XR ER | 
 Y. F. But methinks, Sir, that a Perſon of your nice 
Conſcience ſhould have caution'd me before. 

Bald. Alas ! Sir, it was none of my Buſineſs: Wou'd 
you have me be fawcy to a Gentleman that was m 
beſt Cuſtomer ? Lackaday, Sir, had-you Money to hold 
it out ſtill, I had been hang'd rather than be rude to 
you But truly, Sir, when a Man is ruin'd, 'tis 
but the Duty of a Chriſtian to tell him of it. 
- Y. . Will you lend me Money, Sir? 

Bald. Will you pay me this Bil, Sir? 
R py I. Lend me the Hundred Pound, and FI] pay the 
ll. 
Bald. Pay me the Bill, and I will — not lend you 
the Handred Pound, Sir,-——But pray covfider with 
_ yourſelf, now, Sir ; wou'd not you think me an errartt 

Coxcomb, to truſt a Perſon with Money that has al- 
ways been fo extravagant under my Eye ? whoſe Pro- 
.faſeneſs F have ſeen, T have felt, 1 have handled? 
Have not I known you, Sir, throw away ten Pound of 
a Night upon a Covey of Pit-Partridges, and a Set- 
 ting-Dog ? Sir, you have made my Houfe an ill 
Houſe : My very Chairs will bear you no longer, — 
In ſhort, Sir, 1 deſire you to frequent'the Crown mo = 


' more, Sir, 


_ Y.W. Thou ſophiſticated Tun of Iniquity ; have 1 
fatned your Carcaſs, and {well'd your Bags with my 
vital Blood ? Have I made you my Companion to be 
-thus ſawcy to me ? But now 1 will keep'you at your 


due Diſtance. | Kicks bins. 
Ser, Welcome, Sir | | 
 Y. WF. Well ſaid, Fack. [Kicks him again. 
Ser. Very welcome, Sir! T hope we ſhall have your 
Company another Time. Welcome, Sir. 
Y He's hick'd off. 
'Y. W. Pray, wait on him down Stairs, and give him 
2 Welcome at the Door too, [\Exit Servant. 


This 
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This is the Puniſhment of Hell ; the very Devil that 

tempted me to Sin, now upbraids | pus with the Crime. - 

I have villainouſly murder'd my Fortune, ahd- 

now its Ghoſt, in the Jag Shape of Poverty, haunts 
me: Ls there no Charm to conjure down the Fiend? 


+} . " ©; + [ 


Re-enter Servant. TE 
"I Oh Sir, here's ſad News. 2 
Y, W, Then FP it-t thyſelf, I have chang of 


that already, ts 
Ser. Sir, you will hear it too; ſoon, SEE: 
 Y.W. What! is Broad below? | 
Ser. No, no, Sir ; better twenty ſuch as be wers 
hang'd. Sir, or Father's dead. 
Y, W. My Father 1——Good waht; wy Lojd': fas 
he left me any thing? 
Sr. I beard nothing of that, Sir; 
Ps W. Then I believe you: heard Are wider it. 
Let me ſee, Father dead! and Ap Bro- 
ther aloe Ty Neceſſity. bs the N oY 
' ventiqn,, ſhe was never more HEE Þ Plat ok 
[Pajer) ] Here, Sirrah, run -t6 Miadmig bt ;\ and 
er come hither preſenc) [Exit Servant} Thar 
Woman was my Mother's idwife when I was born, 
and has been my Bawd theſe ten Years, 1 have had 
her Endeavours to- corrupt my. Brother's "Miſtreſs ; 
and' now her Allitance:will be neceſſary to cheat him 
of. his Eſtate ;. for ſhe's famous*for underftanding the 
right-fide. of a: Whman, and the \ OG: -lide of the 
Law, | Laſer 


$ Cc EN. E AM to | Midnight Houſe, 


| | 
| Midnight and Maid. | 

Mid, Who's there ?. _—_ ; 

Maid. Madam. 

Mid. Has any Meſſage been left for me to-day? 
Maid. Yes, Para, here has been one from my 
FÞady Stilborn, that defir'd. you not to be out of the 
Way, for the expeCted to cry ont every Minute. 


E 5 Mid. 
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_ Mid. How! every Minute! — Let me ſee——. 
| [Takes out hir Pocket-book.) Stilborn Ay——>te 
_ reckons with her Huſband frem the firſt of 4-11; 
_ and with Sir James, from the firſt of March. Ay, 
ſhe's always a Month before her time. [Knocking at the 
Deoor.] Go ſee who's at the Door. ——— | 
Maid. Yes, Madam, {or Ext nd: 
Mid. Well! certainly there is not a Woman in the 
_ World fo willing to oblige Mankind as myſe'f; and 
really I have been ſo ever ſince the Age of 'Twelve, as 
I can remember. —I have delivered as many Women 
of great Bcllies, and help'd as many to 'em as any Per- 
ſon in £:g/angd; but my Watching and Cares have bro. 
ken me quite, I am not the ſame Woman I was forty 
Years ago. | Fs Sn 


He Enter Richmore. Te 
Oh, Mr. Richmvore! you're a ſad Man, a barbarous Man, 
10: you are—— What will become of poor Cle/ia, Mr. 
_ Richmore ? The poor Creature is ſo big with her Miſ- 
fortunes, that they are not to be born.  [Weeps. 
Rich. You, Mrs. Midnight, are the fitteſt Perſon in 
the World to eaſe her of 'em. | 
Mid. And won't you marry her, Mr. R:ichmore ? 
Rich. My Conſcience won't allow it ; for I have 
 fHyworn ſince to marry another. ELEC 
Mid. And will you break your Vows to Cllia ? 
Rich. Why not, when ſhe has broke hers to me ? 
_ Aid. How's that, Sir ? EM 
Rich. Why, ſhe ſwore a hundred times never to grant 
"me the Favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke her 
_ Ward. | Ss 
Mid. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the 
reaſon ſhe forgot her Oath. El. 
Rich. And1 love Mr. Richmore, and that is the reaſon 
T forgot mine —WVhy ſhou'd ſhe be angry that I 
follow her own Example, by doing the very ſame thing 
from the very ſame Motive? 


| Mid. 
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- Mid. Well, well! take my Word, you'll never 
thrive.——L wonder how you can have the Face to 
come; near me, that am the Witneſs of your horrid 
_ Oaths and. Imprecaions! Are not you afraid that the 
guilty Chamber above-ſtairs ſhould fall down upon 
[your Head ?—— Yes, yes, I was acceſlary, I was ſo! 
bu if ever you involve my Honour in ſuch a Villainy 
.the ſecond Time.—— Ah, poor Clclia 7 I lov'd her as 
I did my own Daughte:—you ſeducing Man. 


16.91, p +5908 eſt £4 4 [Wieps. 
. Rich, Hey, ho! my Aurelia, Yes 2b 

. Mig. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty. _ 

Rich. Dolt thou know her, my dear M:4night ? 
. Mid. Hey, ho! ſhe's very pretty .——Ah, you're a 
ſad Man, ——Poor Cl-lia was handſome, but indeed, - 
Breeding, Pukeing, and , Longing, has broken her 
 much.—"T'1s a hard Caſe, Mr. R:chmore, for a young 
Lady to ſee a-thouſand Things, and long for a thou- 
ſand Things, and yet not dare to own that ſhe longs 
for one.—She had like to have miſcarried t'other Day 
for the Pith of a Loin of Veal. —Ah, you barbarous 
Man! 7 | | 
Rich. But, my. Aurelia ! confirm me that you know | 
her, and [I'll adore thee. | 
- Mig. You wou'd fling five hundred Guineas at my 

| Head, that you knew as much of her as I do: Why, 
Sir, I brought her into the World ; I have had her 
vomlng in my Lap. Ah! ſhe was plump as a Puffin, 
Sits +5 5 AO | 
Rich, I think ſhe has no great Portion to value her- 
ſelf upon ; her Reputation only will keep up the Mar- 
ket. We muſt firſt make that cheap, by crying it 
down, and then ſhe'll part with it at an eaſy rate. 
Mid. But won't you provide for poor Clclia ? 
_ Rich. Provide ! Why han't I taught her a Trade ? 
Let. her ſet up when ſhe will, I'll engage her Cuſto- 


mers enough, becauſe I can anſwer for the Goodneſs 
abheeWees:l ,oot 


» 


_ Mr. 
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Mid. Nay, but you ought to ſet her up 'with Cre- 
dit, and take a Shop ; 'that is, pet her a Hufband 
Have yoy no pretty Gentleman 'your Relation now, 
that wants a young- virtuous Lady with a handſome 
Fortune ? No young Templer that has ſpent his Eſtate 
in the Study of the Law, and-ftarves by the Practice ? 
| No ſpruce Officer that wantsa handſome Wife to make 
"Court for him 'among the Major-Generals ? Have you 
none of theſe, Sir? oo en yl OG 9 4 
\ . Rich, Pho, pho, Madam—you have tir'd me upon 
that Subjeft. Do you think a Lady that 'gave me ſo 
much trouble before Poſleflion, - ſhall ever give me-any 
after it ?!—— No, no, had ſhe been. more obliging to 
me when I was in her Power, I ſhou'd -be more civil 
to her now ſhe's in mine : /My Afiduity before-hand 
| was an over price ; had ſhe{made a Merit of the Mat- 
ter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded fooner. © | 
| Mid. Nay, -nay, Sir;-tho' you have no regard to 
her Honour, yet you ſhall prote& mine : How dye 
think I have ſecur'd my Reputation ſo long among the 
People of the beſt Figure, bat'by keeping all Mouths 
ſopt ? Sir, I'll have no Clamours at me. Heavens 
help me, I have Clamours enough at my Door ty 
and late in my t'other Capacity : In ſhort, Sir, a Huf- 
band for Cle/ia; or I baniſh you my Preſence for 
ever. - YT 
Rich, Thou arta neceſſary Devil, and I can't want 
$bee. _F/7 
Mid. Lookee, Sir, 'tis your own Advantage ; 'tis only 
making over your Eſtate into the Hands of a Truftee ; 
and tho' you don't abſolutely command the Premiſles, 
yet you may exaQR enough out of 'ein for Neceſlaries, 
when you will. 4k Sl bg 
Rich. Patience a little, Madam !—I have a youn 
Nephew that is a Captain of Horſe : He mortgag' 
the laſt Morſel of his Eſtate to me, to make up his 
Equipage for the laſt Campaign. , Perhaps you know 
him ; he's a brx#ſk Fellow, much about Court, Captain 
Truman. | | 
Mid. 


5 


him. 


neither Senſe nur Courage. 


_ ever know me mercenary ? 


Powder you ſent me. 
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Mid. Trveman ! Adfmylife, he's'one of my Babies ;. 
—— [I can tell you the very Minute he was 'bormn——-. 
preciſely at Three'o'Clock next St.:George's Day, True- 


man Will be two and twenty ; a Stripling, the prettieſt 


good-natur'd Child, and your Nephew ! He mutt be. 
the Man; and fhall be the Man; I have a Kindneſs for 


Rich. But we muſt have a Care; the Fellow wants. 

Mr, Phu, phu, never fear ber Part, fhe han't want. 
InftraQions;; and then for her Lying in alittle abrupt- 
ly, 'tis my Buſineſs to reconcile Matters there, a Fright: 


'or a Fall excuſes that : Lard, Sir, & do theſe Things. 


every a6 " 

| Rich. "Tis pity then to put you out of your Road ;; 
and C/:lia ſhall have a Huſband. | « 

Mid. Spoke tike a Man of Honour. And now- 


I'll ſerve you again. This Azve/iz, you ſay—— 


Rich. 'O ſhe diftradts'me! her Beauty, Family, and 


_ Virtue make her a noble Pleafure. 


Mid And you have a Mind, for that reaſon, to get 
her a Huſband. £7 
Rich, Yes, faith : T have another young Relation 


. at C:mbridge, he's juft going into Orders ; and I think 


ſuch a fine Woman, with 'fi:teen hundred Pound, is a 
better Preſentation than any Living in my Gift ; and 


why ſhou'd he like the Cure the worſe, 'that an In- 
cumbent was there before ? no | 


Mid. Thou wrt a pretty Fellow. —— Ar the ſame 
Moment you wou'd perſuade-me that you love a Wo- 


| ſl to Madnefs, you are contriving how to part with 
'her ? | | 


| Rieh. If I lov'd her not to'Matdneſs, Tſhon'd notrun 
into theſe Contradiftions—— Here, my dear Mother, 
Aurelia's the Whrd— _- (Offering her Money. 
Mid. Pardon me, Sir ; [Refuſing the Money] Did you 
No, no, vir; Vir- 
tue is its own Reward. So 
Rich. Nay, but Madam, I owe you for the 'Teeth- 


N id % 
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Mid. O,. th:t's another Matter, Sir; [Takes th 
Money ] I. hope you like it, Sir , | 

Rich. Extremely, Madam. But it was ſomewhat 
dear of twenty Guineas. p 46 ae, 


6 Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, here is Mr. W.u'dte's Footman below 
_ with a Meſſage from his Maſter. 

Mid. 1 come to him preſently : Do you know that 
. HWou'dbe loves Aurelia's Couſin and Companion, Mrs, 
| Con''ance with the great Fortune, and that I follicit 
. for him ? | 

Rich. Why, ſhe's engag'd to his elder Rrother : Be- 
ſides, young Wou'dte has no ME to proſecute an 
 Aﬀair of ſuch Conſequence.—— You can have no 
" hopes of Succeſs there, I'm ſure. 

| w; Truly, I have no great Hopes ; hos an in- 
Cuſtrious Body, you know, wou'd do any thing rather 
than be idle: The Aunt is very near her time, and I 
have acceſs to the Family when I pleaſe. _. 

. Rich. Now I think on't; Prithee, get the Letter 
from JY.u'dbe that I gave him juſt now ; it wou'd be 
Proper to our Deſigns upon Truemar, that it ſhou'd 
Not be expos'd. | 

Mid. And you ſhew'd Cle/ia's Letter to Wu ef 

Rich. Yes. 

Mid. Eh, you barbarous Man——— Who the Devil 
wou'd oblige you- What Pleaſure can you take 
In expoſing the poor Creature ? Dear lictle Child, 'tis 
Pity, indeed it 15. 

Rich. M adam, the Meſſenger waits below ; : ſo Ill 
take my Leave. [Exit. 

Mid. Ah, you're a ſad Man. [Exit. 


The End of the Fir ACT... 


ACT 
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ACT I. 
SCENE, The Park. 


| Conſtance and Aurelia. 


Aur. TyRithee, Couſin Conflance, be chearful ; let the 
dead Lord ſleep in Peace, and look-up to the 
Living ; take Pen, Ink and Paper, and write immedi- 
ately to- your Lover, that he is now a Baron of Eng- ; 
land, and you long to be a Baroneſs. 
Con. Nay, Auriia, there is ſome regard due to the 
Memory 0 the F ather, for the Reſpe& 1 bear the Son; 
beſides, I don't know how I could wiſh my young 
Lord were at home in this JunQture : This Brother of 
his Some Miſchief will happen I had a very 
vgly Dream laſt Night In ſhort, I am eaten up 
with the Spleen, my Dear. 

Aur. Come, come, walk about and divert it.; the 
Air will do you good; think of other People's Aﬀa:rs 
a litle—When did you ſee Celia? 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her ; don't you A EN | 
her Gaiety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her 
"Humour don't fit ſo eaſy upon her. 

Aur. No, nor her Stays neither, I can aſſure you. * 

Con. Did you obſerve how the genour's the Pome- 
oranates yeſterday ? 

Aur. She talks of viſiting a Relation in Leicefter- 

Ire. 
"Ga. She fainted away in the Country-Dance t'other 

'ght. 

K- Richmore ſhun'd her in the Walk laſt Week. 

Con. And his Footman laugh' d, + 

ur, 


| 
| 


oa Wa 


_ ſon.- 


a Nighs, She takes. Laudanum. to make her ſleep a 
ights.. 

Cob, Ab, poor Clelig ! What will ſhedo, Couſin? 

- Hur.. Do! Why:nothing tillthe nine Months be vp, 

Comm, That's at Lurel, 2, how.-can you. make mer- 
yy with her Misfortunes ? I am poſitive ſhe -was. no 
eaſy Conqueſt ; {ome ſingular Villainy has been. Prac- 
tis'd upon her... 

Aur. Yes, yes, the Fellow wou'd be Sraklifing vpon 
me t0oO, . I'thark him-«. | 
Con. Have a Care, Couſin, he has a promiſing Per- 


pH Nay, . for that matter, his promiſing Perſon 


"may as ſoon/be broke as his promiſing Vows: Natore 
indeed has made him a Giant, and he wars with Hea- 


ven like the Giants of old 
, Eon. Then why will you admit his Viſits} _ 
Aur.. F never did—But all the Servants are more 


-his' thaw 0ur--own : he has a.Golden Key to every 
-Door in the Houſe; beſides, he makes my. Uncle be- 


lieve that his Intentions are honourable ; and indeed 
he has ſaid nothing yet to diſprove ir. But, Cou- 
'fin, 'do. you fee who comes yonder, fliding along the 


_ Mall?” 


_ Con. Captain T-ueman, I proteſt the Campai 
_— 'd him, he makes a very ciean well t aa Fi 


Aur Youthful, eaſy, and. good-natur'd; L could 
wiſh he would know us. 

'Go>. Are you ſure he's well-bred? . 

| Aur. I tell you he's good-natar'd, and Itake ood 
Manners to be.nothing but a-natural. Deſire tobe eaſy 
and agreeable to whatever Converſation we fall into ; 
and a Porter with this is mannerly in his way ; and a 
_ without-it 'has but the Breeding of. a / Dancing- 

aſter.. 


Con. 1 like .him- for bis AﬀeCQtion to. my young 
Lord.. | 


Azar. And I like him for his Aﬀetion to my young. 
Perſon, 


Con, 


Com. How, how, -Coufin? You.'nevertold me that. 

Azr. How ſhou'd 1? He never told jt me, butT 
have diſcover'd it by a "great many Signs' and Tokens, 
that are better Sevoriry for | for His" Treat evans RY thou- | 
land Vows and Promiſes. * 

Con. He's Richmore's Nephew. 

Aur. Ah 1 Wou'd he were his 'Heir too——He's a 
pretty Fellow———But then he's a Soldier, and mutt 
ſhare his Time with his'Miſtreſs, Honowr, in Flangers. 
—— No, no, I'm reſolv'd againſt -a Man that Gfp- 
pears all the Summer like a Woodcock. - 

[4s theje Wirds are /prftn, Troeman enters behind 

them, as paſſing ovr the St. ge. 

Trae. That's for me, whoever ſpoke it. Aurelia? 
(furgriz'd. 

he Ladies turn about. 

Con, What, Captain, you're afraid of every thing 
but the Enemy ! 

Veue, T-have Reaſon, Ladies, to be moſt apprehen- 
five where there is moſt Danger: The Enemy is ſatiſ- 
fied with a Leg or-an Arm, but here I'm in hazard of 
loſing my Heart. - 

Aur. None in the World, Six, no body here deſigns. 
to attack it. | 
Teas. But fuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken already, 
Madam? 

#ar. They we'll return it without Ranſom. 

Trae. But ſuppoſe, Madam, the Priſoner choſe to. 
Nay where it-is. 

Aur. That were to turn Deſerter ; as you know;; 
Captain, what ſuch deſerve. 
 Yrue. The Puniſhment it undergoes this Moment 
——Shot tb Death—— 

Con, Nay, then, "tis Time for me to. put in—Pray, 
Sir, have you (heard the News of wy Lord Wu Ges 
Death ? 


True. People mind not the Death of cthers, Madam, 
that are expiring themſelves. (To Conſtance.) Do you 
conſider, Madam, the "uy oof wounding a Man tm 
he Park? (To gry 

| Fs 


anda — NN. eres! dc ee ee De IIS 
- PRION - hea _ 


| for 't, tho" it be contrary 10 my Inclinatian. 


_ " - 1 A Eo rae" 
DOA" PS pr Ore oe DD — ARS 
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| Aur. Hey day! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make 
a Vigo Bulineſs of it, and break the/ Boom at once ? 
vir, if; you. only rally, pray. let my Couſin have her 


_Share ;. or if-you, wou'd be pariicular, pray be more 


reſpeful; not ſo much upon the Declaration, I be- 

leech you; Sire a tr tfq SEL 

- - True, I have been, fair Creature, a perfe&t Coward 

In my Paſſion ; I have had hard Strugglings with my 

Fear before I durſt engage, 'and now perhaps behave 

for too deſperately. .. © ot 0D Flewgners 
Aur. Sir, I am. very ſorry you have ſaid ſo much; 


_ for 1 muſt puniſh you for't, tho” it be contrary to my 


Inclination. Come Couſin, will you walk ? 
Gur. Servant, Sir, —__[Excunt Lagies, 
True. Charming Creature ! 1 muſl puniſh you 
— Hope and 
Deſpair in a Breath, But I'll think the-beft. [Ex1t, 


SCENE changes to Young Wou'dbe's Lodging 5 þ 


. 
o 


_ rung Wou'dbe Ai Midnight meeting: " 
Y. /. Thou Life and Soul of ſecret Dealings, wel. 


\ 


Mi, My fear Child, bleſs thee———Who wou'd 
bave imagin'd:that I brought this great. Rogve into the 


' World ? He makes me an old Woman, I proteſt—— 


But adſo, my. Ehild, I forgot. I'm ſorry. for the Loſs 


.of your Father, ſorry at my Heart, poor Man. [/ep:.) I 
Mr. Wou'dbe, have you got a Drop of Brandy in your _ | 
_ Cloſet; I an't very well to-day. 


= 


Y. JV. That you ſhan't want; but be pleas'd to ſit, 


my dear Mother —— Here, Zack, the Brandy-Bottle 


—— Now, Madam——T have occaſion. to ule you in 


dreſſing up a handi{ome Cheat for me, 


Mza. 1 defy any Chamber-Maid in England to do it 


| Fetter—I have dreſs'd up a hundred and fifty Cheats in 
wy Time. , [Enter Jack with the Branny-Bottle.] 
Here, Boy, this Glaſs is too big, carry it away, Pll 
take a Sup out of the Bottle. 


Y.. 
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Y. I. Right, Madam—— And my Boſineſs being. 
very urgent———In three Words, *tis this——— 
Mid.' Hold, Sir, till I take Advice of my Council. 


. [Prinks. ] There is nothing more comfortable to a poor 


Creature, and fitter to revive waſting Spirits, than a 
little plain Brandy ; I an't for your hot Spirits, your 


 Roja Solts, - S-097 Ratifia's, your | Orange- Waters, and 
the like— 
beſt: Thing. 


-A ng Glaſs of cool Nants is the 


Y. W. But to our Buſineſs, Madam—My Father | is 


| deed, and I havea mind to inherit his 'Eftate. 


- Mid. You put the Caſe very well, 
Y.Y. One of two Things I muſt chuſe—Either to 


| bea Lord or a Begpar. 
.- Mid. Bea Lord to chuſe——Tho' LY have known 


ſome that have choſen both. _ 
-Y, W. I have a Brother that I love very walls bat 


- oy * ne of us muſt ns I had mcher AE Oule yu” 
. than 


Mid. Upon my Conſcience, dear Heart, you' re in 


. the right-on't. 


Y. W. Now or eiedns upon theſe Heads. wid 
Mid. They be Matters of Weight, and I muſt con- 


 {ider, { Drinks) 1s there a Will in the Caſe ? 


Y.#. There is; which excludes me from every 


Foot of the Eſate. 


_ Mid, That's bad———Where' s your Brother ? | 
Y. I. He's now-in Germany, in his way to gia, 


and is expe&ed very {oon. 


Mid. How ſoon? 

Y. W. In a Month, or leſs. 
_ Mic. O ho! A Month is a great while v our Buſineſs 
waſt be done in an Hour or two We muſt ſup- 
poſe your Brother to be dead ; nav, he ſhall be actually 


dead——and my Lord, my bumble Service YE—— 


%. 


( D, inks, 

Y. F. O Madam, I'm your Ladyſbip' s moſt devoted 
——- Make your Words good, and I'l— 

Mid, Say aq more, Sir ; you ſhall have it, you ſhall 


have it. 
Y. W. 
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Y. W. Ay, but how, dear Mrs. Midnight ? 

Mid. Mrs. Midnight ! Is that all ?=—— Why not Mo. 
ther, Aunt, Grandmother ? Sir, T have done more 
for you this Moment, than all the Relations you have 
in the Wosld. 

Y.W. Let me hear it, 

Mid. By the Strength of this potent Inſpiration, 1 
have made you a Peer of England, with feven thou- 
land Pound a Year.——My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. 

| DON ag, (Orinks, 

Y. IV. The Woman's mad, I beheve.., 

Mid. Quick, quick, my Lo:d! counterfeit a Letter 
preſently from Germany, that your Brother is kill'd in 
a Duel: Let it be djireed to your Father, and fall 
mto the Hands of the Steward when you are by. What 
fort of Fellow is the Steward ? - 

Y. W. Why, a timorous half-honeſt Man, that a 
little Perſuaſion will make a whole Knave-—He wants 
Courage to be thoroughly juſt, or entirely a Villain— 
but good backing wili make him either. | 

| Mid. And he ſhan't want that! I tell you the Let- 
ter muſt come into his Hands when you are by ; upon 
this you muſt take immediate Poſſeflion, and ſo you 
have the beſt part of the Law of your fide. 

Fo Y. W. But fuppoſe wy Brother 'cames in the mean 
ime ? | LR, 

Mid. This muſt be done this very Moment: Let - 

him come when you're in Poſſeſſion, I'll warraat we'll 
find a way to keep him out he 6 EET 
Y.W. But how, my cear Contrives ? 
Mid. By your Father's Will, Man, your Father's 
Will—— That is, one' that your Father might have 
made, and which we will make for him——Pll ſend 
you a Nephew of my own, a Lawyer, that ſhall do 
"the Buſineſs ; go, get into Poſſeſſion, Poſſeſſion, I ſay; 
let us have but the Eſtate to back the Suit, and you'll 
find the Law too firong for Juſtice, I warrant you. 

Y. F. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in Delight 
when this great Prediftion-is aocompliſhed — But _ 
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thiog yet remains, my Brother's Miſtreſs, the charming 
| Con anc—— Let her be. mine. — | FORTY 
id. Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o'courſe; ſhe's con- 
watted to you; for ſhe's engag'd to marry no Man but 
my Lord #/ou'abe's Son and Heir ; now you being the 
Perſon, ſhe's recoverable by Law. | 
'Y.W. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contrafted to hin, 
'twere Injuſtice to rob a Brother of his Wife, an eaſter 
Favour will ſatisſy me. | 
Mid. Why, truly, as you ſay, that Favour is ſo eaſy, 
that I wor:der they make fuch a Buſile about 1t 


But get you gone and mind your Aﬀtirs, I muſt about 


mine——>Oh——l had frgot————W here's that 


fooliſh Letter you had this Morning from Richmo: e ? 
Y. V. | have poſted it up in the Ch:colate-Howfe. 
Mid. Yaw, (Shrieks) | ſhall fall into Fits; hold 
MCawmw—_—_ : bs FF [| 25g 1? Raf] ; BY: 
Y.'W..No, no, I did but jeſt ; here it is——But 
be afſur'd, Madam, I wanted only Time to have ex- 
pos'd It. | 


Mid. Ah! you barbarous Man, why ſo? | 

Y. Y. Becauſe when Knayes of our Sex, and Fools 
of yours meet, they make the beſt Jeſt in the Word. 

Mid. Sir, the World has better ſhare in the Jeſt when 
we a.e the Knaves, and you the Fools ——But look'e, 
Sir, .if ever you,open your, Mouth, about this Trick — 
I'll diſcover all your. Tricks! therefore Silence and 
Safety on both Sides YO Oe 

Y. V. Madam, you need not doubt my Silence at 
preſent, becauſe my own Aﬀairs will employ me ſuf- 
ficiently ; ſo there's your Letter. [Gives the Letter. 
And now to write my own. _ £2 

Mid. Adieu, my Lord——Let me ſee.? [Opens the 
Letter and Ho. If there be Solemnity in Proteſia- 
tions——"That's fooliſh, very. fooliſh—— Why ſhou'd 
ſhe expe Solemnity in Proteſtatians ? Um, um, um, / 
may flill depend on tbe. Faith. of my Richmore— Ah, 
poor Clelia / | 
the Ef+ 4s on't from the Warld,———The Effects ls | 


Um, um, um, [can no longer hide 
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Huſband in being ſo fcrupulous. 


pg Pry = s n 4 "IO _ —_ 
—_— — — _ 
An tnanes 
A—— a i ee err ee OOO 


Houſe in Fermain-/ireet ? Is it Conſcience that ena- 


as a Reward for my paſt faithſul Service, I think it 


_ Coit, 


How modeſtly is that expreſs'd? Well, 'tis a pretty - 
Letter, and I'll keep it. —_—_— L198 
” [Puts the Letter in her Pocket, and Exit. 


SCENE, Lird Wov'dbe's Horſe. 


| Enter Steward and his IW fe. 
Wife. You are to blame, you are much to blame, 


Steav, Tis true : Fhis fooliſh Conſcience of mine 
has been the greateſt Bar to my Fortune, : 
Wife. And will ever be ſo. 'Tell me but one that 
thrives, and I'll ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by it 
-Do you think 'tis fourſcore Pound a Year makes 
my Lord Gzuty's Steward's Wife live at the rate of 
four hundred? Upon my Word, my Dear, Pm.as 
ood a Gentlewoman as ſhe, and 1 expeCt to be main- 
tain'd accordingly : "Tis Conſcience, I warrant, that 
buys her the Point-Heads, and Diamond Necklace ? + 
—— Was it Conſcience that _—__ her the fine 


#4 the Steward to buy, when the Loid is forced to 
ell ? | 
$texv, But what wou'd you have me do ? 

Wife. Do! Now's your Time ; that ſma}l Morſel of 
an Eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth 
mentioning ; take it towards your Daughter Mully's 
Portion—— What's two hundred a Year ? 'twill never 
be miſs'd. | : 

Stew. 'Tis but a ſmall Matter, TI muſt confeſs ; and 


but reaſonable 1 ſhould cheat a litcle now. 

"Wife. Reaſonable ! All the Reaſon that can be; if 
the ungrateful World won't reward an honeſt Man, 
why let an honeſt Man reward himſelf There's 
five hundred Pounds you receiv'd but two Days ago, 
lay them aſide — you may eaſily fiuk it in the Charge 
of the Funeral Do my Dear now, kiſs me, and 


Siew. 


WW -— Your Sincerity and Juſtice to the Dead merits the 


4 
p 
+ 


pleas'd 
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Steep, Well, you have ſuch a winning way with 


you! But, my Dear, I'm fo much Afraid of my young 


Lord's coming home: he's'x curining cloſE Man, they 
fay, and will examine my Accounts very narrowly. 
Wife. Ay, my Dear, would you had the-yourger _ 
Brother to deal with ; you might manage him as you 
I ſee him coming. Let us weep, let us 


yvee . | : ; 4 p ; w 
[t hey pull out their Handkerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn.” 


| | Enter Young Wou'dbe, FOE pg 
$/ew, Ah, Sir, we have all loſt a Father, a Friend, 
and a Supporter, 77S A 

Y. W, Ay, Mr. Steward, we muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
as he has done. «And it is no ſmall Addition to my 
Grief, honeſt Mr. C/earaccount, that it is not in my 
Power to ſupply my Father's Piace to you and yours 


grea'eſt Regard from thoſe that ſurvive him Had. 
[ but my Brother's Ability, or he my Inclinations,— 


I'll aſſure you Mrs. Claruccount, you ſhould not have 
{uch Cauſe to mourn. | | | 


' Wife. Ah, good noble Sir! | 
Stew, Your Brother, Sir, I hear is a very ſevere' 


| Man, 


Y. F. He is what the World calls a prudent Man, 
Mr. Steward: I have often heard him very ſevere 
upon Men of your Buſineſs; and has declar'd, That _ 
tor Form's ſake indeed he would keep a Steward, 
_ that he would inſpe&t into all his Accounts him- 
XY TT INT TW os | : | 

Wife. Aye, Mr. Wou'dbe, you have more Senſe than 
to do theſe Things; you have more Honour than to 
trouble your Head with your own Aﬀairs—Would to 
Heavens we were to ſerve you.” 

Y. W, Wou'd I-cou'd ſerve you, Madam,—without 


& lnuſtice to my Brother. 


Enter 
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me ſeg it. 
A” oy fs. - PERS 2 MK. . "Fr 


-- Frankfort 1 Where's Pranhkforty Sir! 
Brother !* I ſuppoſe he's coming bome, 


_ fatal Meſſenger ? 


- Pur 
wou'd unqualify my Lord for Company, ſo he would 


Y 


; TO , da”. Y 
Ser, A Lakes for my Lord Woy'dbe. 
-""$texv. -It comes too late, alas! for his Perufal ; let 


Opens, and read;, 
fort, OR lo, New Style, 


Y. W. In'Getmany:” This Letter muſt be from my 


"Stews, *Tis raw his "Had. Let me ſee. 
: | | ( Reads, 
© Hh 169 N 039# "3 
1 Am trout l#*at this arbayhy Octiffor of ſending to your 
Lordſhip; your brawe Son, and my dear Friend, was 
C cAerday unfortunately kill'd in a Bm] by a German 
cunt 
I ſhall love A Geatdan Count as long as I live.—mem 
My Lord, my Lord, now I may call you ſo, = 
your elder Brother's—dead. 
Y. W. and Wife. How! 


| Stew. Read there cis 44! ] 
(Gives the Letters Wou 4be perufes it, 


V.W. Oh, my Fate ! 'a Father and: a: Brother in 
one Day ! Heavens! "Tis tao: mvchrri+-e-here.. 4s the 


Ser. A Gentleman, Sir, who! ſaid: be came Poſt dn 
urpoſe. He was afraid | the. Contents of- the Letter 


take another 'Time to wait on him. 
Y. HY, Nay, then 'tis true; - and there, is. Truth i in 
\ Dreams, Laſt Night I dreamt———— | 
Wife. Nay, my*Lord, I dreamt too ; I dreamt 1 


ſaw your Brother dreſs'd-.in a. long Miniſter's. Gown, 1 
(Lord, blefs. us !)- with a, Book ;jn his Hand, walking 7 


before a dead Body to the Grays, 
Y. WV. \'Well, Mr. Cleararcornts get Mourning ready. 
"Stew, Will your Lordſhip han EO. mc c0- 
ver'd, or a new one made? _ | 


Y.IT. 


TIRE 


"0g; EA pe pSu ns 


Sub. Ih Lord, I wiſh you Joy ; 


'y. W. A new one —— The old Cai, with the 


_ Grey Horſes, I give to, Mrs, C/earaccount here z tis 


not fit ſhe ſhould walk the Streets. 


_ Wife, Heav'ns bleſs the-Germas Count, I ay, — 


But, my Lord —— 

Y. W. No Reply, Madam, you ſhall have it, ———. 
And receive it but as the Earneſt of my Favours 
Mr. Clearaccount, I double your Salary, and all the 
Servants Wages, to moderate their Grief for our great 


| Lofles — Pray, Sir, take order about theſe Afﬀairs, 
$t:4v. I ſhall, my Lord. [Exeunt Stew. and Wife. 


 Y.W. So! I have got Poſlefſion of the Caftle, and 


if I had but a little. Law to fortify me now, I believe 


we might hold it out a great while. Oh! here comes 
my Attorney. —— Mr. Subtleman, your OG nd 


Enter Subtleman. 


Lp 4:y Aunt Midnight 
| has ſent me to receive your. Commands. 


Y. I. Has ſhe told you any thing of the Aﬀair ? 
$4b. Not a Word, my Lord, + 
Y. W. Why then — come nearer. — Cn ou 


' make a Maw right Heir"to an Eſtate nwng the ife 


of an Elder Brother ? 
Sub, I thought you had been the eldeſt, 
Y. W. That we are not. yet agreed upon ; for you 


"muſt know, there'is' an impertinent Fellow that takes 


a fancy to diſpute the Senjority with me—Por look'e, 


'Sir, my Mother-has unluckily 'ſow'd Diſcord in the 
Family, by* bringing forth ' Twins : My. Brother, 'tis 
true, was F irſt-born ; but I believe from the w—_— of 
my Heart, 1 was the firſt begotten. 


Sub, I underſftand———you are come to an Eflate 
and Dignity, that'by | Juſtice indeed is your own, but 
by Law it falls to your Brother. 

Y. V. I had rather, Mr. Sub:lemer, it were his by 


Juſtice, and mine by Law : for I wou'd have the 


ſtrongeſt T0 if yon.” 
- Vol, II, a CNET ** 7 
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. Sub. I am very ſorry. there ſhould happen any 
Breach; between Brethren ;>— $0 I think. it wou'd be 
but a Chriſtian and Charitable A& to: take. away all 
farther Diſputes, by making you true Heir to the 
Eflate by the laſt Will of your Father. — Look'e I'1 lf 
divide Stakes ———= you ſhall yield the Elderſhip-and 
| Honour to him, and he ſhall quit his Eſtate to. you. 
Y. W. Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if I do 
grant him the Eldeſt, half an Hour is but a. Trifle : 
ut how ſhall we. do about his Will? Who ſhall-we 
get toproveit? _ CPA TONE 
Sub. Never trouble yourſelf for- that; I expe a 
Cora of Witneſſes and Uſquebaugh by .the firſt fair 
Win * © % | ” ? 6 if ws £7 
.  Y. W. But we can't tay for them : it muſt be done 
immediately.  _ PE; Os 
Sub. Well, well; we'll find ſome body, I warrant 
you, to make Oath of his-lafſt Words. TA) 
_ Y. W. That's impoſſible ; for my Father died of an 
Apoplexy, and did not ſpeak at all. ITY 
Sab. That's nothing, Sir : He's not the fuſt dead 
Man that I have made to ſpeak. - — t 
_ Y.W.. You're a .great Maſter of Speech, 1I.-don't 
qo, Sir; and I can aſſure you there will be ten 
 Guineas for every Word you extot from him in my 
$4b. O, Sir, that's enough to make your . Great 
Grandfather ſpeak. gt] 7 
Y.W. Come then, Fll _ ou to my Steward ; 
he ſhall give you the Names of the Manors, and the 
true 'Titles and Denominations of the Eftate, and then 
you ſhall go to Work. -  [Exemn, 


SCENE changes to the Park. | 


ol 
: 
» 


Richmore and Trueman meeting. _ 
Rich. O brave Cuz! you're very happy with the 
Fair, I find. Pray, which of theſe two Ladies you 
encounter'd juſt now has your Adoration ? X 
; | | LTH: 
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Trae. She that commands by forbidding it: And 
fince I'had Courage to declare to herſelf, dare now 
own 1 it to the W og , Aurelia, Sir, is s my AS Angel. 

OY Ha!” A lng Pauſe.) Sir, 'I* find you re of 

Body's eligion but methinks you make a 
bot Flight ar firft ; Do you. think your AR Ty 
will ſtake againſt ſo high a (antotter o | 

True. What do you mean? Y 
_ - Rich. Mean! Bleſs me, Sir, ah Md Yau re 2 
Man of mighty Honour, we'all know. ——— ut Fl 
tell you a Secret.— — The Thing blick already. 

True. I ſhou'd be proud that "Ut aaking were ac» 
quainted with it; I ſhou'd deſpiſe the Paſſion that 
cou'd make me cither aſham'd, or afraid to own it. 

Rich, Ha, ha, ha! Prithee, dear Captain, no moxe 
. of theſe Rhodomontado!s ; you may 28 ſoon put” a 
Standing-Army upon us. I'll tel you another 
Secret—Five hundred Pound. is the leaft Penny. 
—_ Nay, to my RSOWTTORE, ſhe has fifteen hun- 
Rich. Nay, tomy Knowled ; ſhe wok fire. 

True. 'Took five! How !. bere ? 

Rich, In her Pat in her Y Captain ; whore 
ſhou'd i itbe? Dee 

_ True, I'm amaz'd! © IS IVE CSIOH#* 

Rich. So am I, that he aw be fo aureadileL 
Fifteen hundred” Pound! 'Sdeath ! had the EOAOS 
from ou ? | vo 

True, *Sdeath, T meant her Portion; / 


| Rich, Why, what have'you'to do with her Tops 
tion? 


" True. I lov her up to Marriage,' by this Eiptit. 

Rich. Marriage | Ha, ha, ha ; I love the Gipfy for 
her Cunning'=—— A young, eaſy, amorous, credulous | 
Fellow of two and twenty, was juſt the Game ſhe 


Hed.” I fag! the preſently: pe you'out from tha 
er 


' Tews; You Jinn we t-- w b: 


Rich. A Soldier too that uſt toe the Wars 
\dbroad, and leave het to L 4,4 agen at home, 


Truts 


- But I ſhall 
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True. Death and Furies! I'll be reveng'd. *© 
Rich. Why ? What Tan you do? You! challeng 


et, will you 2 


True. Her Reputation was ſpotleſs when TI went 


.-OVer. 


Rich, $o was the Reputation of Mareſchal Boufflers 
but d'ye think, that while you were beating the Frem 
abroad, that we were idle at home ? No, no, we 


' have had -our Sieges, our Capitulations, and Surren- 
' ders, 'and all that. — We have cut ourſelves out good 


Winter Quarters as well as you. 


- True, And are you billetted there ? 


Rich. Look'e, Trueman, you ought to be very truſty 


to a Secret, that has ſav'd you from DeftruQtion. —— 
_ In plain terms, I have buried Five hundred Pounds in 
that little Spot, and I ſhou'd think it very hard, if you 
| Rook it over'my Head. 


True. Not by a Leafe for Life, I can affure you; 


Rich. What ! you ha'n't five bed Pounds to-give. 


' Look'e, fince you can make no Sport, ſpoil none. In 
a Year or two ſhe dwindles to a perfe&t Baſſet-Bank ; 
. every body may play at it that pleaſes, and then you 


may put in for a Piece or two. 
True. Dear Sir, I cou'd worlhip you for this. * 


- Rich. Not for this, Nephew! for I did not intend 
At, but.I came to ſeek you upon another Aﬀair. 


Were not you at Court laſt Ni ght?. 
True. | was. | | 
© Rich. Did you not talk to Clelia, my y Lady Taye 
Niece Ee 
True. A fine Woman ! 
Rich. Well; I met her upon the Stairs ; and hand- 
ing her to her Coach,” ſhe'aſked me, if you were not 


- my Nephew.? And faid two or three warm things, 
_ that perſuade me ſhe likes you: Her Relations have 
| Iritereſt at Court, and ſhe has Money in her Pocket. 


True, But — __ Devil Aurelia 4ull _ with 
| | Rich, | 


T. be. | Twin-Rivad, = 


Rich. What then.! The Way to love:,in, one Place 
with Succefs, is to marry. in another with Conveni- 
ence. Clelia has Four hovand wdgyas this. 7 Loon 


True. Iam in vg a believe gs this late Acci-- 
dent, that you conſult_my apoR. . and Intereſt_ un 
what you propale.; and therefore am ſatisfied to þe- 
govern'd 


Rich. I ſee the very Lady in the Fa — Well 
about It. 


True. I wait on you, «5 - *Y þ | ; (eons 
"0 E N '4 changes to y Wowdbe! $ Hae... 


Y. Wou'dbe, Subtleman, ond Steward... 

Y.W. Well, Mr. Subileman, you are ſure the Wil 
is frm and good 3 in Law. 

Sab. I warrant, you, my: Lord: And for the laſt 
Words to prove it, here they, are. ——— Look'e Mr. 
Clearaccount. ——— Yes —— that is_ an Anſwer to the 
Queſtion that was put to him, (you know) by thoſe 
about him. when, he was a dying -Yes, or No, 
he muſt have ſaid; ſo we have choſen Yes 
Yes, I hawe. made my Will, as it moy be pK. in the 
Cuſtody of Mr. Clearaccount my Steward ; and I d fire 
it may fland as my Laft Will and Teſtament. =——- 
Did you ever hear a dying Man's Words more to the 
Purpoſe ? An Apoplexy ! I tell you, my Lord had In; 
tervals to the laſt, 

Stew. Ay, but how ſhall theſe Words be prov'd? 

Sub. My Lord ſhall ſpeak 'em now. Ta, 

To W. Shall he, faith! _ : 

| $#b, Ay, now—if the Corps ben't bury'd— 
Locks, Sir, theſe Words muſt be put into his Mouth, 
and drawn out again before us all: And if they won't 
_ be his laſt Words then———T'll be petjur'd. 


% 
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Y.W.,- What'/ violate oa Dead ! | * moft Hot be 
Mr, /Subtleyman,: 11 

$«b, With all, wy Heart, Sir! Bat I think you bad 
better violate the Dead of a Tooth-or ſo, than violate 
the Living of ſeven 'Thouſand Poynd a Year, 

«V.4#, But'is-there-no other way? 

$4b., No, Sit z./Why, d'ye think Mr. Clearaceunt 
here will bazard-$oul and Body to ſwear they are his 
laſt Words, unleſs. they be made his laſt Words ? For 
_ wy Patt, -Sir,. I'll (wear to nothing but what I {ce with 
my Eyes come Qut of a Man's Mouth, 

Y;.}. But it looks ſo unnatural. | 

.$4b., What !. to open a Man's Mouth, and put in a 
bie of, Paper! —— this is all. 

'Y, #., But the Body is cold, and His Teeth can 't be 
£0 aſunder. C 174 

$ub., But what Occafion has your Father for Teeth 
now. Lte}l you wha', — I knew a Gentleman, three. 
Days buried, taken out of his Grave, and his dead 
hecog ſer.to his Laſt Will, (unleſs ſome body made him 

In another afterwards) and 1- know the Eſtate to be 
bl by that Tenure to this Day : And a firm 'Tenure 
k 4s ; fora "dead Hand-holds faſteſt ; and let me tell 
you, dead Teeth will faſten 2s hard. 

.Y.W, Well, well, uſe your Pleaſure, you aaectent 
the Law'beſt. (Exit. Syubtleman and Steward, 
What 8 mighty Confuſion is brought in- Families by 
ſudden Death ? Men ſhould do well to ſettle their At- 
_ fairs in 'Vime—— Had my Father done this before he 

was taken Il, what a trouble had he fav'd us ? But he 
Was: taken ſuddenly, poor Man ! PR 


Re-enter OTA 
| $ub, Your Father flill bears you the old Grud oe, I 
_ find ! it was with much irogging he conſented; [ 
' never knew a Man {© loth to ſpeak in my Life. 
_ __ Y. W. He was always a Man FOE few ords. 
S«b6, Now I may fafely bear eb myſelf, as the 
Scrivener there preſent = I love'to do is s with 
, Clear Conſtience,? | 1g | m——_— 
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Y FW. But the Law requires three Witneſſes. , 

Sub. O! I ſhall pick a Couple more, that-'perhaps 
may take my Word for't: ——But be not Mr. Clekr 
account if your Intereſt ? | 20: BY TY 

Y. WV. I hopeſo. 

$4b. Then be hall bs one; a i: th the Fa- 
mily goes a great way |! Befides, theſe foreign Evi- 
dences are riſen confoundedly ſince the Wars. I hope, 
if mine eſcape the Privateers, to'make' an hundred 
Pound an Ear of every Head of 'em But the 
Steward is an honeſt Man, and ſhall ſave you the 
Charges. [Exir. 

 Y.W. Solus.) The Pride of Biith, to Heats of Ap- 

tite, and Fear of Want, are firong oo tations to 
po — But why Injuftice ? — orld hath 
broke all Civilities with me, and left = in the eldeſt 
State of Nature, Wild, where Force, or Cunning 'firſt 
created Right. I cannot ſay I ever knew a Pather ;— 
"Tis true, I was begotten in his Life-time, but I was 
poſthumous born, and liv'd not till he died—My Hours 
indeed I numbred, but ne'er enjoy'd 'em, 'till this Mo- 
ment,—— My Brother'! what is Brother? We are all 
ſo; and the firſt two were Enemies. —He ftands before 
me in the Road of Life to rob me 'of my Pleaſures. — 
My Senſes, gy by Nature for Delight, are all a. 
larm'd;—-My Sigh "heir Objen Tafte 'and 'Touch 
call loudly on me vs for their Objodts, and ey ſhall bl 


 fativly'd. © OY ns 
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SCENE, A Levee. 


Yung Wou'dbe dreffng, and ſrural Gentlemen while 
. pering him by. tern... ' 


| Y. IW. '"» Urely the greateſt Ornament of- Quality is a 


clean and a —_— Levee ; ſuch a-Croud 
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of Attendants for the cheap Reward-of Words and 
Promiſes, diſtinguiſhes the Nobility from thoſe that 
pay Wages to their Servants. | 

{A Gentleman whiſpers.] + 
' Sir, I ſhall tpeak to the Commi robs wfe all my 
Intereſt, I can aſſure you, Sir. 
[Another whiſpers.) 


Siri F ſhall meer ſome of your Board this Evening 


let meſes you to-morrow. 
[A Third w biſers. J-- 

Sir,- I'l-confider of it. That Fellows Breath Rinks 
of Tobacco. [Afar.)] O, Mr. Comich, your Servant, 

C:m. My Lord, 1 wiſh you Joyz I have ſo Rang 
to ſhew your Lordſhip. | 

-Y. W. What is it, pray, Sir ? 

Cem. I have an Elegy upon the dead Lord, and a 


 Panegyrick upon the living one ; {n  wirumgue paratur, 


my Lord. 
Y. W, Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. | Comich, —— » But 
| pray, Mr. Comickh, why don't you write Plays? it 
p ou'd give one an Opportunity of ſerving you. 
_» Com: My Lord, Ihavewrit one. 
'Y.W. Wai tt ever ated ? 


| Com, No; my Lord ; but it has been a rehearkng 


theſe three Years and a balf, 

'Y. W. A long Time. "There muſt be a great deal of 
Buſineſs i in it ſurely. © 

Com. No, my Lord, none at all —1 have: another 
Play Juſt finiſh'd, but that I want a Plot for'r. 

Y.W. APlot! you ſhou'd read the /ta/ian and Spa- 
ri/b Plays, Mr. Comick. I like yoar Yeries here 
mightily. ——— Here; Mr. Clearaccount. - - 

Com. Now for five Guineas at leaſt. [dfite 

Y. W. Here, give Mr. Comick,/ give him —— give 


him the Spano. Play that lies in the: Cloſet Window. 


Captain, can I do you any Service ? 

Cap. Pray, my Lord, uſe your Intereſt with the Ge- 
neral for that vacant Commiſlion : I hope, my Lord, 
the'Blood +I have already'loſt, may intitle me to Jpill 
the Remainder i in my Ou ; Cauſe, - I 
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Y. F. All the reaſon in-.the World, ——ormrn Cap- 
tain, you may depend LAS, all the Fernie | 


an. 
, Gen, I hope your. Lordſhip won't for; Y ſpeck 
to the General about that vacant Con on: altho” 
I have never mace a Campaign 3:y8t my. Lord, amy 
| Tntereſt in the Country. can-.raiſe 'me Men, which, 
' TIrthink, ſhou'd prefer, me to that Gentleman; whoſe 


| bloody Diſpoſition frighten, the poor, People. from 


liſtin 

Y. Ip, All the reaſon in the World, Sir + you may 
depend upon me for all the Service in my, owver.-— 
Ciptain, Pl do your Buſineſs for yo OU —— Sir, | \ | 'l | 
ſpeak to the General, L on U ce at Fo Houſe—— 


[To 0 the Gpetiemes. 


fs ti Suſe 1 38% 


|S A Can. £6460 

Oh, Mr. Alderman,——your Servant——Geptlemen 
all, I beg your pardon. [ Excuort., = 
Mr. Alderman, have you. any Service to command 
me ? 

Ald. Your Lordſhip' $ humble Servant: —— have 
a Favour to beg : You muſt know, 1 have a graceleſs 
Son, a Fellow that- drinks and. ſwears erp ya RerRs 
a Whore in th corner of the Town.z .in ſhort, he's. 
fit for no kind of thing but a Soldier I'm fo on 
of him, that I intend to throw him. into the Amy, 
let the Fellow be ruin'd, if he will. 

Y. W. Tcommend your paterval Care, Sir ? — can 
T do you any Service in this Aﬀair Þ:.-5 A 

Ald, Yes, .my Lord : There is a vacant Company 
m Colonel What d'yecalum's Regiment, and if. your 
Lordſhip wou'd but ſpeak to the encral—— 

Y.W. Has your Son ever ſery'd? ; 

Ald. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an. Ro * the 
Train-Bancs now, _ 

Y. I. Has he ever fignaliz'd his Courag 

Ald. Often, oftea, my Lord ; but one 5 parti- 
cular, you muſt know, his Ce tain 'was. ſo buſy 
ſhipping off a Cargo of rm at he left my Son 
| ns 
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to. command in his PlaCem——W u'd on. believe 

t, my Lord, he charg'd up Ch-apfiar in the Ftont of 
the Buff Coats, with ſuch Bravery and Courage, that 
I could not forbear. wiſhing in the Loyalty of my 
Heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers. upon' the Rhiye. 
————- Ah! my;Lord, we muſt employ ſuch Fellows 
as he, or we ſhall never homble the French King—— 
| Now, my Lord, if you cou'd find a'convenient Time 
to hint theſe Things to the General —— 

_Y.V Alll the reaſon in the World, Mr. Alderman, 
T'll do you all the Service I ca. - _ 
Ald. You may tell him, he's a Man of Courage, 

At for | the Service; and then. he loves Hardſhip, 
—— He fleeps every other Night im the Round- 


houſe. | | | | 
Y FF. T'll do you all the Service I can, _ | 
Ala. Then, my Lord, he ſalutes with his ,Pike fo 
very handſomely, it went to his Miſtreſs's Heart Yother 
Day——and he beats a Drum like an Angel. _ 
..Y.H. Fl do you all the Service I can ——— 
[Not taking the leaft Notice of the Alderman all 
2.» » this evhile, but dreſſing himſelf. in the Glaſs. 
> Ald. But, my Lord, the huiry of your . Lordſhip's 
'Aﬀairs may put my Buſineſs out of your Head ; there- 
. Fore, my. Lord, Fll preſume to leave you fome Me- 
morandum = | EE 
 Y.,HY. Tl do you all the Service I can—— 
| [Not minding hin. 
. . Ala. Pray, my Lord, [Pulling him by the Sleeve. 
ive-me leave for a Memorandum ; my Glove, I fup- 
_ poſe, will do: Here, my Lord, pray remember me. 
— [Lays his Glove upon the Table, and Exit. 
_ _Y.W. PII do you all the Service I can—What, 1s 
he gone ; Tis the moſt rude familiar Fellow—PFavgh, 
what a greaſy Gantlet is here —— {4 Pur/e dreps out 
of the Glove.) Oh! No, the Glove 1s a clean well- 
made Glove, and the Owner of it the moſt reſpet- 
Ful Perfon I have ſeen this Morning, he knows what 
nat [Chinking the Purſe] is due to a Man of 
Quality, —but what muſt 1 Jo for this ? Friſure (To 
Þ 3 is 
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"bee Fakt,] ao you remenider what the Alderman ſaid 
"to me'? * 
4 '* mo No, my Lord, I thow t rour Landddis has. 
_Y. W:; This Blockhead thinks a "Man'of Qualiy tan 
mind what vo” ſay—when' they' do ſomethivg, *cis 
rn te caſe ere, call him back. { Exir Frifure. ] 
-he talk*d ſomething of the General, and his Son, and 
"Train -bands, 1 know not _"__ Stuff, : NO WA 


| Re-enter Ald. hand Frifare,- 
Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your Momorandum in 
my Pocket. \ 
Out O, my Lord, you do me 60moth; Honour. 
> IY.W. But, Mr. Alderman, the Buſineſs you were 
talking of, it ſhall be done; but if you gave a ſhort 
Note of it to my Secretary, it would not +be' amiſs 
 — but, Mr. Alderman, ha'n't you the Fellow to this 
Glove; it fits me mighty well, { Putting © onthe Glove.) 
it looksfo hkea'/Ch to give a Man an odd Glove 
| —__ of -wou'd have nothing that looks like Eumity 
| ou and I, Mr. Alderman.  - 
: *Pruly, my Lord;1 invaded tho other Glove far 
a ob whe the Colongh but fince year Lord- 
thip has a Mind to't—— \ © {Gives tbe:Glove. 
V/V; Here,” Krijure,. lead this Gentleman to: my 
Secretary, and bid him take a Note of his-Bufineſs, 
AlN: But, my Lond, don't do me all the Service you 
eannow/ > 
Y.W. Well, T-2vmn't do you all the Service I-can— 
tele Vitnpds have fangs ng crane mr. 44 4 . 
times, © Ald. 


4 Enter thus, s 

diwgk My. Ladd, here are your Taylor, your Vint- 

_ ner, your Bookſeller, and half 'a dozen. more : with 

their Bills at the Door, ny oy defire their Mo- 

P's « {4 o fo 

Y.IW. Tell 'em, Mr. FOR omg that when L was 

'T private Gentleman, I had nothing elle to-do'but to 
© 7 6,70 


#6 


_ : with his Cards and Counters, than a Soldier: ſhall wi 


- run in Debt, and now that I have got into a high. 
| Rank, I'm fo very bnſy'I-can't pay-it —— as for that 
clamourous Rogue of aTaylor, ſpeals him fair, till 
he has made up my Liveries then about a Year 
and a Half hence I ſhall be at leiſure to put him of 
for a Year and a Half longer. = 
©  $:teww, My Lord, there's aGentleman below calls him- 
ſelf Mr. Baſt, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes bim 
fifty Guineas that he-won of you at Cards. | 
__ Y.IW. Look'e, Sir—the Gentleman's Money is a 
'Debt of Honour, and muſt be paid immediately. 
 _ $teww, Your Father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he 
always took care to have the poor Tradeſmen ſatisfy'd, 
"Whole only Subſiſtence lay in the Uſe of their Money, 
. and was uſed to ſay, That nothing was honourable but 
what was honeſt. $622 42m 23 41 30-0516 

Y. W, My Father might ſay what he pleas'd, he was 
a Nobleman of very ſingular Humours—————bet in 
my Notion, there are not two things in Nature more 
different than Honour and Honeſty——<——now your 
Honeſty is a little Mechanick Quality, well. enough 
among Citizens, People that do nothing but pitiful 
rear Actions according to Law —— but your: Ho- 
- nour flies a much higher Pitch, and will do any thing 
that's free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level itſelf to 
what is only juſt. | 
- S$zew.:But I think it is..a little hard to have theſe 
poor People ſtarve for want of their Money, and yet 
pay this ſharping Raſcal fifty Guineas. | 
 Y.W. Sharping Raſcal! What a Barbariſm that is ? 
- Why he wears as good Wigs, as fine Linen, and keeps 
as good Company as any at White's; and between you 
a I, Sir, this ſharping Raſcal, as you are pleaſed to 
- call him, 'ſball make more Intereſt among the —_— 


- his Sword and Piſtol, Pray let him have fifty Guineas 
unmediately, | | 


SCENE 
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'Q;, Ci 20%. 909 10-5438 in by. . "8 5, i 
$CEN B the Street; Bldtr Wou'dbe' ariticg hs 
b'3 FB "Picker: Book, EET TE, * evoTurtnag!: 

WT -  ITV9%1 1 SI8&m 48 

E. W. Mondayobe 144637 Dectthberj-1768;: 1 ar-- 
rived 4/2 mel in heron and, __ ns”, ny Tp abOlſomne 

| "{Pavoiog ? h16 {roi 

Now eptiodcke * Otanttny Father, Friends; - 
My Brother too, (if :Brothers-can be F ends Fr 
But above-all,-my charming Fair," my- ek OA 0.2d-x 
Through allthe- Mazes of my wand'ring Steps, + 
Through all-the various Climes that T have run ; '' © - 
Her-Love has'been the Loadftone:of ty Courſe,” 
Her.Eyesthe' Stars that pointed 'me the Way.” © © 
Had not her Charms my Heart entire poſſeſs'd,”* - 1 + 
Who knows what C3rce's artful Voice and Look A * 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling TORn?'s POL i LA; 
A 6xr-me-to Enchantment ?/ 208 ST: 


Enter Teague, with @- JPareaMankiaes! He throws it 

' down and fits on-it. + © TE 
Here comes my Fellow Traveller. What: makes you f 
it upon the Port Manteau, T gud / yours RP weed | 
Thin C3901 

Te Se me Shoule, Maiſkter, I did cory the Pote- 
Mantel till it tir'd me ; and now the Port:Mamtel ſhall 
carry me till I tire him. = 

E. . And how dy'e like Lonideny Te eague, after bur 
Travels ? 

Te. Fet, dear Joy,” *tis thai braveſt Plaaſe I tive" 
ſheen in my Peregrinations, exſhepti " my nown brave 
Shitty of Carick YVergus- Ut, uf, dere iſh a very 
fragrant Shmell hereabouts——— Maifhter, ſhall I run 
-, that Paiſhtery- -Cooks for ſhix Penny worths yy boil'd | 

ceef 2 
E. W. Tho' this F ellow travell'd the World over, he 
would never loſe his Bk nor his Stomach. ———— 
Why, you Cormorant ! fo hungry and ſo early 2? i 
e 
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Te. Early ! Deel tauke me Maiſhter, 'tiſh a great 
deal more than almoſt -paſht. Twelve o'Clock. 
E. . Thou art never happy unleſs thy Guts be ſtuft 
up to thy Eyes, | 
_ "Te. Oh Maiſhter,, dere iſh a dam way.of Diſtance, 
and the deel a bit WOO 


Enter Young Wou "be ; in a a Chair, _ four or Bp 
Frotmen before him, and paſſes over the Stage. 

E. 37. Hey day——who comes: here ? With one, 
two, three, four, five Footmen ! Some yeung Fellow 
juſt taſting the ſweet. Vanity of Fetuaret—rorrRon, 
Teague, inquire who that is. 

Te. Yes, Maiſhter, [Runs to one of the: Feta, ] Sir, 
will you give my humble Shervice to your -Maiſhter, 
and tell Sian, to ſend me: Word: fat. Naam iſ upon. 
him? _ 

Foot. You v woutl-lenew, fat Naam ih \upen him p 

Te. Yeſh, fet wou'd L134 | 

Foot. Why, what are you, Sir ? 
.. T4. Be me Shoul, lama Shentleman bred and a born 
and dere iſh my Maiſhter. , + D 
Foot. Then your Matter would know:3t? TY 
Te. Arah, you Foal, iſh it not the faam ting? 
Foot. Then tell your Maſter *tis the -young Lord 
Wou' dbe, juſt come to his ——_ ins the Death of his 
Father and elder Brother. . 6 4.5 Feotman. 
 E.F. WhatdolI hear? _ +; 
Te. You hear that you are dead, Maiſtter ; Go vil 
you pleaſe to be buried? 
E. F. But art thou ſure it was my Brother ? 
Te. Be me Shoul it was him: nown ſelf; I know'd 
bim very well, after his Man told me. 
 E.W. The Buſineſs requires that I be convine'd with 
my own Eyes ; I'll follow him, and know the Bottom 
Stay here till I return. 

Te. Dear Maiſhter, have a care: upon your ſhelf: 
Now they teat yco by my cm may 
kill a 
| E.F. 


_ EF. WW. Don't fear; none of his Servants know me, 
and I'll take care to keep my Face'from his Sight. It 
concerns me to conceal myſelf; till I know the En- 
gines of this Contrivance.——Be ſure you ſlay till I 
come to you ; and let no body know whom you be- 
long to. [ Exit. 
Ye. Oh, ho, hon, your eague is left alone. 
[Sr on the Port-Manteau. 


| - Fat Subtleman and Steward. 

Sub. And you won't ſwear to the Wil 

Stew. My Conſcience tells me I dare not do't it with 
Safe 

oY But if we make it Jawful, what ſhould we fear? 
We now think nothing againſt Conſcience, "till the 
Cauſe be thrown out of Court. 

- Stew. In you, Sir, 'tis no Sin, becauſe EY "i 
ciple of your Profeſſion : But in me, Sir, 'tis downright 
Perjury indeed. — You can't wan't Witneſſes enough, 

fince Money won't be wanting—— and you muſt loſe 

__ no Time; for I heard juſt now, that the true Lord 
Wau'dbe was ſeen in Town, or his Ghoſt. | 
$4b. It was his Ghoſt, to be ſure; for a Nobleman 
withont 'an'Eftate is but the Shadow of a Lord 
Well ; take no care : Leave me to myſelf; I'm near 
_ the Priers, and ten to'one ſhall pick up an Evidence. 
Stew. Speed you wel], Sir. | Ear, 
$ub. There's a Fellow that has Hungerand the Gal- 
lows piftur'd in his Face, and looks like one for my 
Purpoſe — How now, honeſt end, your have you 
got under'you there ? SLE 
_ Te. Noting, dear Joy. 
Sb. Nothing ! Is it not a v Pore dfadtows ? 
Te. That is noting to you, 
..$«b.. The Fellow's a Wit. 
Te. Fait am I! My Grandfather was an Ei Poet 
—He did wrte a-great Book of Verſes concerning the 
Vas between St. Patrick and the Wolf-Dogs, 


wb Sub. 
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 $6#5, Then thou art poor, I'm afraid ? 
Te, Be me Shoul, my ſole Gereration iſh ſo] 
- have noting but thiſh Port Manteau, and dat it ſhelf 
iſh not my own. © hs | Bs: 
Sub. Why, who-does it belong to? 
Te. To my Maiſhter, dear Joy. | 
Sub. Then you have a Matter ? 
Te. Fait I have, but he's dead. | 
Sub, Right !-——And how do you intend to live ? 
Te. By eating, dear Joy, fen d can pet it, and by 
fleeping fen 4 can get none—"Tiſh the Faſhion of 1: 
land. Gi 
$ub. What was your Maſter's Name, pray? . 
Te. [A/ide.) I will tell a Lee now ; but it ſhall be a 
tr4e one, — Maefadin, dear Joy, was his Naan, 
He vent over vith King 7ami/ſo into France— 
He was my Maiſhter once, —Deere iſh de true Lee; 


noo. | | [ 4fage. 
Sub. What Employment had he ? 
Te. Te ne ſqay pas. | | 
| Sub. What, can you ſpeak French? _ 

Te. Ouy, gy ch — I did travel Fraxee and Spair, 
and /taly, —— Dear Joy, I did kiſh the Pope's 'Toz, 
and dat will excuſe me all the Sins of my Life; and 
fen I am dead, St, Patrick will excuſe the reſt, 

Sub. A rare Fellow for my Purpoſe. [4fde.} Thou 
look'ſt like an hoveſt Fellow; and if yow'll go with 
| | me to the next Tavern, I'll give thee a Dinner and a 
| Glaſs of Wine. | ton s0Agr i. ans 
| Te: Be me Shaul 'tis dat I wanted, dear Joy; come 
' along, I will follow you. MELON TN 11 
| Runs out before Subtleman avith the Port-Manteau on 

bis Back, Exit Subtleman, 


Enter Eller Wou'dbe, 

- E. W. My Father dead ! 'my Birth-right loft! How 
| have my drowſy Stars ſlept over my: Fortune? Ha! 
[Lot king about). My Servant gone ! | Fhe fimple, poor, 
ungrateful Wretch has left me =——— I too ws up 
« | rom 
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from Poverty and Want ; and now he leaves me juſt 
as I found him..-— My Cloaths and Money too ?— 
But why--ſhould I repine:?. :Let'Man but view the 
Dangers he has paſt, and few will fear what Hazards 
are to come. That Providence: that. has ſecur'd my- 
Life from Robbers, Shipwreck, and from Sickneſs, is 
fill the ſame; ſtill kind whilſt I am juſt;—-My Death, 
I find, is firmly believ'd ;' but how' it gain'd fo univer- 
{al Credit, I fain would learn—— Who comes here ? 
—honeſt- Mr. Fairbank! My Father's. Goldſmith, a 
Man of Subſtance and Integrity. - 'The Alteration of 
five Years Abſence, with the Report of my Death, 
may ſhade me from his Knowledge, till I enquire ſome 
News. (Enter Fairbank.) Sir, . your humble Servant. 
Fair. Sir,” I don't know you. © — [Shunning him, 
E. W. I intend you no Harrg, Sir; but ſeeing you 
come from my Lord H/ou'dbe's Houſe, I would aſk you 
a Queſtion or two——Pray what Diftemper did my 
Lord die of? 5” EF RR TR 
Fair. I am told it was an Apoplexy.  ' 
E.Y. And pray, Sir, what ; Fa the World ſay? 
Is his Death lamented ? ENT INN * | 
Fair. Lamented ! My Eyes that Queſtion ſhould re- 
ſolve : Friend, ——=Thou knew'R him not; elſe thy 


own Heart had anſwer'd thee. ' oe pg 
_E. W. His Grief, methinks, chides my Defe& of 
Filial Duty. (Ze. ) But I hope, Sir, his Loſs is partly 
recompens'd in the Merits of his Succeſlor. | | 

Fair. It might have been ; but his eldeſt Son, Heir 
to his Virtue and his Honour, was lately and unfortu-_ 
nately kill'd in Germany. . _ | 
_ E. W.: How unfortunately, Sir? | | 

Fair, Unfortunately for him, and us.: I do re- 
member him—— He was the mildeft, humbleſt, 
ſweeteſt Yauth. | 

E. W. Happy indeed had been my Part in Life, if 
[ had left this humane Stage, whilſt this ſo ſpotleſs, 
and ſo fair Applauſe, had crown'd my going off. ( 4/iae.) 
” | | air, 
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Fair. But thoſe that ſaw him in his Travels, told ſuck 
Wonders of his Improvement, that the Report recall'd 
| his Father's Years ; and with the Joy to hear his He: mes 
prais'd, he oft would break the Chains of Gout: and 
Age; and leaping up with Strength of greeneſt Youth, 
cry, My Hetmes is my/elf: Methinks 1 live my ſprightly 
ays azain, und I am young in him. ni dns Tr 
E. WV. Spite of all Modeſty, a Man muſt own a 
'Pleaſure in the hearing of his Praiſe, _ (4jfiae. 
Fair. You're thoughtful, Sir Had you any 
Relation to the Family we talk of? - - 

_ E. W. None, Sir, beyond my private Concern-in 
the publick Loſs— But pray, Sir, w hat Character docs 
the preſent Lord bear? . ; Es 

Fair. Your Pardon, Sir. As for the Dead, their 
Memories are left unregarded, and Tongues may touch 
them freely : But for the Living, they have-provided 
for the Safety of their Names by a firong Incloſure of 
the Law. There's a Thing call'd Scanda/um Magna- 
tum, SIT. SS one 7 b:: | 
 _ E. F. T.commend your Caution, Sir ; but be afſur'd 
T intend not to entrap you——1 am 8 poor Gentleman, 
and having heard much of the Charity of the old 
Lord Wou'dbe, 1 had a Mind to apply to his Son, and 
therefore enquir'd his Character. 1 
 Fazr. Alas! Sir, Things are chang'd : That Houſe 
was once what Poverty might go a Pilgrimage ta ſeck, 
_ and have its Pains rewarded—— The noble Lord, the | 
_ truly noble Lord, held his Eftate, his Honour, and his 
Houle, as if they were only lent upon the. Intereſt of 
_ doing good to others. He kept a Porter, not to ex- 
clude, but ſerve the Poor. No Creditor was feen to 
guard his going-out, or watch his coming:in :- No 
_ Craving Eyes, but Looks of ſmiling Gratitude; ——— 
But now, that Family, which, like a Garden fairly kept, 
Invited every Stranger to its Fruit and Shade, is now 
run o'er with Weeds :!———— — Nothing but Wine and 
Revelling within, a Croud of noiſy Creditors without, 
a Train of Servants inſoleutly Edad m_ 
Ss | elicve 
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beheve it, Sir, as I offer'd to go in juſt now, the rude 
Porter puſh'd me back' with his Staff I am at 
this preſent (thanks to Providence and my Induſtry) 
worth twenty thoufand Pounds, | I pay the fifth Part 
of this 'to maintain the Liberty of- the Nation ; and 

e Hae Slave, this 1mpudent Swwijs paring offer'd to 
rike me. 

E. WU. Twas hard, Sir, very hard !——And if they 

us'd a Man of your Subſtance ſo roughly, how will 
they manage me, that am not worth a Groat ? 
| Fair. 1 wou'd not willingly defraud your Hopes of 

_ may happen.- It you can drink and ſwear, 

chaps 
$2 IP. I ſhall not pay that Price for his Lordſhip's 
Bounty, wou'd 1t extend to half he's worth. —S1r, 
: ive you thanks for your Caution, and ſhall fteer an- 

r Courſe. 

\ Fair Sir, you look like an honeſt, modeſt Gentls- 
man, Come home with me; I am as able to pive 
you a Dinner as my Lord ; and you ſhall be very wel- 
come to eat-at my Table every Day, till you are bet- | 
ter provided, 

E. . Good Man. [Afae.] Sir, I maſt beg you to 
excuſe me to-day ; But Þ ſhall find a time to accept of 
your Favours, or at leaſt to thank you for *em. 

Fair. Sir, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
pleaſe. - [ Exit. 

EB. W. Gramercy, Citizen! Surely, if Juſtice were 
an Herald, 'ſhe would pive this Tradeſman a nobler 
Coat'of Arms than my Brother. But I delay : I 
long to vindicate- the Honour of my Station, and to. 
diſplace this bold Uſurper : ——But one Concern, me- 
thinks, is nearer ſtill, my: Conflance / 'Shou'd ſhe upon 
the- Rumour -of my Death have- fix'd her Heart elſe< 
————_ I out dead indeed ; but if ſhe ſill 
pg __ Oe; fit faſt | 


Pll Gabon _  Ceagnd, all OBftacles remove. 
| Boftain'' by Tuftice, and nw" d by Love. F[Exmat. 


SCENE 
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- SCENE, an Apartment, Conſtance, Aujelia. 


__ Con. For Heav'n's ſake, Couſin, ceaſe your imper- 
tinent Conſolations : It but makes me angry, and raiſes 
two Paſhons in me inſtead of one. Youbml commit 
no Extravagance, my Grief is ſilent enough; my Tears 
make no Noiſe to diſturb any body. I defire no Com- 
panion-in my Sorrows ; leave me ta myſelf, and you 
comfort me. — $a: PIES PE?! OWN” 
Aur. But, Couſin, have you no regard to your Re- 
putation ? this immoderate Cancern tor a young Fel- 
low. What will the World ſay? You lament him 
like a Huſband, ——— by 
Con. No; you miſtake : I have no Rule nor Method 
for my Grief; no Pomp of black. and darken'd 
Rooms; no formal Month for Viſits on my Bed, Iam 
content with the ſlight Mourning of a. broken Heart; 
and all my Form 1s Tears. NT SS | 


Mid. Madam Aurelia, Madam, don't diſturb her. 
— ———- Every thing muſt have its vent. *Tis a hard Caſe 
to be croſs'd in one's firſt Love.-—But you ſhou'd 
conſider, Madam, {To Conſtance) that we are all bom 


to die, ſome young, ſome old. | 7 
Cor. Better we all dy'd young, than to be plagu'd 
with Age, as I am. I find other Folks Years are as 


troubleſome to us as our own. wp 

Mid. You have Reaſon, you have Cauſe to mourn. 
He was the handſomeſt Man, and the ſweeteſt Babe, 
that I know; tho? I muſt confeſs too, that Bex had 
much the finer Complexion when he was born : But 
then Hermes, yes Hermes, had the Shape, that he had 
But af all the Infants. that I ever beheld with 
my Eyes, I think Bez had the fineſt Ear, Wax-work, 
| perfe&t Waxwork ; and then he did ſo ſputter at the 
[ Breaſt !——His Nurſe was a hale, well complexioned, 
| ſprightly Jade, as ever I ſaw; but her Milk was a _ 
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| too ſtale, tho? at the ſame 'time 'twas as blue and clear 
2s a Cambrick. af * 

Aur, Do you intend all this, Madam, for a Conſ0- 
lation to my Couſin? \ hapaha ; 
Mid. No, no, Madam, that's to come. —T tell 
you, fair Iady, you have enly loſt the Man ; the E(- 
tate and Title are ſtill your-own ; and this very Mo- 
ment I wov'd ſalute you Lady Woz'dbe, if you pleas'd. 
Con. Dear Madam, your Propoſal 1s very tempting, 
let me but conſider till to-morrow, and Pll give you 
an Anſwer. LOG ES] Ed op; 
- Mid. Tknew it, I knew it; I faid, when yon were 
born, you wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To-morrow, 
you ſay. My Lord ſhall know it immediately. 


Exit, 
Aur, What dye intend to do, Couſin ? b 
Con. To go into the Country this Moment, to be 

free from the Impertinence of Condolence, the Perſe- 

-eution of that Monſter of a Man, and that Devil of a 

- Woman, O Aurelia I long to be alone. I am 

become ſo fond -of ' Grief, that I would fly where I 

' might enjoy 'it all, and have no Interruption in my 

darling Sorrow. Foe 0 TT. 


* Enter Elder Wou'dbe unpercaif. 
 E.W. In Tears! perhaps for me/! I'll try—— 
F200; {Dreps a Pifture, and goes back ta the Et;- 

-* © france, and liſtews. © 

Hur. If there be aught in Grief delightful, don't 

eradge me wſlkdrs, oO 
Con. No, my dear Azrelia, I'll engroſs it all. 1 
loyd him ſo, methinks I ſhowd be jealous if any 
mourned his* Death beſides myſelf. What's here! 
[Takes up the Pifure.] Ha! ſee Couſin ! — the very 
Face and Features of the Man! Sure ſome officious 
Angel has brought me this for a Compamon in my So- 
wn). pat Hs I'm fitted out for Sorrow. With 
this Ill figh, with this converſe, gaze on his Image 
_ WIT grow blind with Weeping, p 
po as : HY. 
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Aur, I'm amaz'd !' how:came it here ?. | 

Con. Whether by Miracle or human Cn: % 
all alike ; I have it here: Nor ſhall it ever Eparate 
from my Breaſt—it's the only Thing could give me 
Joy Ys becauſe it will encreaſe my Grief, - 

. W. [Enring.] Moſt glorious Woman ! now I 

am q of Lite. 

Aur. Ha! What's _ ? Your Buſineſs, pray Sur ? 

E. W. With this Lady. [Goes to Conftance, takes 
her Hand, and kneel;.] —_ let me worſhip that Per. 


feQion, whoſe Virtue might attra& the liſtning Angels, 


and make 'em ſmile to ſee ſuch TRY 1o' oy then: 
{elves, in humane Shape. 

Con. Hermes /! 

E. FW. Your living Hermes, who ſhall dis yours too, 
Con, Now Paſſion, powerful Paſſion, would bear me 
like a Whirlwind to his Arms———— Bat my Sex has 
Bounds—— "Tis wondrous, Sir ! 

E. #. Moſt wondrous are the Works of Fate for 
Man, and moſt cloſely laid is the Serpentine Line that 
guides him into Happineſs !———— that hidden Power 
which did permit thoſe Arts to cheat me of my Birth- 
right, had this Surprize of Happineſs in. ſtore, well 
knowing that Grief is the beſt Py for Joy. 

Con. I never found the true Sweets of Love till this 


' romantick Turn, dead and alive ! my Stars are poeti- 


cal. For Heaven's Sake, Sir, unriddle your Fortune. 
E. 7. "That my dear Brother muſt dos for he made 
the Anigma. 
Aur. Methinks I ſtand here like a Fool all this 


while: Wou'd I had ſome body or other to lay a fine 


thing or two to me. 

E. W. Madam, I be ten thouſand Pardons: ;Lhave 
my Excuſe in my Hom: 

Aur, M an. I wiſh you Joy. | 
_ B. W. Pray, Madam, don't ae; FO with a Tide 
will I am better equipt for it. My —_— wou'd look 
a little ſhabby in theſe Robes, 


_ Con, 
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Con. You have a good Excuſe, my Lord ; you can 
wear better when you pleaſe. 


E.J. I have a better Excuſe, Madam,——Theſe 
are the beſt I have. 


Con, How, my Lord ? 
E. W. Very true, Madam, I am at profit, I believe, 
the pooreſt Peer in England. ——Hark' © Aurelia, pri- 


thee lend me a Piece or two. «+ 
Aur. Ha, ha, ha, . a poor Peer indeed! he wants 2 
Guinea. 


Con. I'm glad on'e with all my Heart 
E. 7. Why ſo, Madam? 


C7. Becauſe I can furniſh you with ive thouſand. 
E. W. Generous Woman. 


Enter Trueman. 
Ha, my Friend too! 

True. I am glad to find you here, my Lord: Here's 
a current Report about Town that you were kill'd. I 
was afraid it might reach this Family, ſo I come to 
a” the Story, by your Letter to me by the laſt. 


Aar. T'm glad he's come ; now it will be my Turn, 
Couſin. | 


True, Now, my Lord, I wiſh you Joy; and I ex- 
pe the ſame from you. 


E. W. With all my Heart; but upon what Score? 
| True. The old Score, Marriage. 
E.W. To whom ! 
Trae. beds a Neighbour Lady here. 
[ Looking at Amelia: 

Y Impudence ! ! [fide. ] The Lady mayn't be ſo 
near as you imagine, Sir. 
Bo woo The Lady mayn't be fo near a you imagine, 
| fur, Don't miſtake me, Sir: 14id not care if the 
Lady were in Mexico. 

True. Nor I neither, Madam, 

Aur, You're very ſhort, Sir, 

| | Tr ues 


ſome Men, 1s the greate&t Provocation to a Slight, 
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4 Trae. The ſhorteſt Pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, you 
now. 
Aur. Sir, you appear very. different to me fro 
what you were lately. 

True, Madam, you appear very erent to me of 


what you were lately, 


Aur. Strange! 
[This while Conſtance and Vajggcr —_—s one 
+ 1.» another in dumb Shew.. 
True. Miraculous ! 
Aur. I could never have behev'd it, 
True. NorlT, as I hope to be "Thr's. : 
_ Aur. Ill Manners ! 
True. Worſe. 
Aur. How have I deſery' d it, Sir! 
True. How have I deſery d it, — ? 
- Aur, What? 
' True. You. 
Aur. Riddles ! 


' True. Women !——My Lord, you'll hebs of me 2t 
. White's, Farewel. [Runiof, if 


E. W. What, Trueman gone! 
Aur, Yes. {Walks about in Diſerdr, 
Con. Bleſs me ; ' what's the Matter, Couſin? 
Aur. N ething. ; | 
Com. Why are you unealy ? 
Har, Nothing. 
Con, What ails you then? | 
Aur. Nothing :——1I don't love the Fellow, —— 
yet to be affronted, LI can't bear it. | 
[Burfſls out a crying, and runs off. 
Con. Your F riend, my Lord, has affronted Aurelia. 
E.W. Impoſible ! His regard. to me were ſufficient 


. Security for his good Behaviour here, tho”.it were in 


his Nature to be rude elſewhere. She has cer- . 


tainly us'd him ilL 


Con. Too well rather. 
'E.W. Too well! have a care, Madam that, with 


Con. 
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Cn. Don' t miſtake, my Lord, her Uſage never went 


farther than mine to you ; and I ſhould take it very u 
to be abus'd for it. 


E.W. I'll follow him, and know tha Cauſe of it. 
Con. No, my Lord, I'll follow her, and know. it: 
B:fides, your own Aﬀairs with your Brother require 
you at preſent. [ Bxeunt. 


ATETEIEDEMPIEIEIED 


A fa ev 
SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's s Houſe. 
Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 


Y. W.ÞD Eturn'd ! Who ſaw him ? Who kd, with | 
him ? He can't be return'd, 
. $ub, My Lord, he's below at the Gate parlying 
with the Porter, who has private Orders from me to 
admit no body. till you ſend him word, that we may 
bave the more time/to ſettle our Aﬀairs, - 
Y. W. 'Tis a hard Caſe, Mr. Sub:z/-man, that a Man + 
can't enjoy his Right without all this Trouble. 
Sub. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the Benefit of Law 
now, what an Advantage it is to the Publick for ſe- _ 
curing of Property. Had you not the Law 0' 
your Side, who knows what Devices might be prac- 
1is'd to defraud you. of your Right ——— But-I have 
fecur'd all — The Will is in true Form ; and you 
bave two Witneſſes already to ſwear to the laſt Words 
of your Father. |. 
Y. W. Then you haye got another. 
Sub. Yes, yes, a right one z; 


and I fhall pick © 


up pou" time enough before the Term :———— And 
I have planted three or four: Conſtables in the next 
Room, . ta take care of your Brother if he ſhou'd be 
boilteraus. . | 

Y. I. Then you think we are ſecure. 
Vol. II | G | Sub, 
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Sub. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleaſes ; 
—— I'll go down, and give Orders for his Admit. 
talice: 5; = 1 

Y.. Unkind Brother ! to Gifturb me thas, juſt in 
the ſwing and ftretch of my full Fortane ! Where' is the 
Tie of Blood and Nature, when Brothers will do this ? 
Had he but ſaid till C:y/ance had been tine, his Pre. 


ſence or his Abſence had been then indifferent. 


Enter Midnight. 
Mid. Well, my Lord, [ Pants as out of Breath] you'll 
ne'er be ſatisfied til} you have -broke my poor Heart, 


I have had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam 
Conflance 


—— but ſhe's, your own. vl | 
Y.1H”. How! my own! Ah, my dear Helpmate, 


T'm afraid we are routed in that Quarter : My Brother's 


come home. | 

Mid.” Your Brother come home; then I'l] gotravel, 
| . | T [ Gong, 

_ Y.V. Hold, hold, Madam, we are all ſecure; we 

have provided for his Reception ; your Nephew Sat- 

tleman has ftopt up all Paſtages to the Eſtate. 

Mid. Ay, Subtleman 'is a pretty — Ingeni- 

ather of 


ous Boy. Little do you think: who is the 


him. ll tell you; Mr. Moabzze the rich Few in Lom- 

bard-fireet. 2 ads AO 30 OP 

_ Y W. Maoabite the Few! & i 2h 
61:4. You ſhall hear, my Lord ; ——— One Even- 

ing, as I was very-grave in my own Houſe, reading 

the Weekly Preparation : =—— Ay, it was the 


 Wethly Preparation, I do remember particularly ' well. 


—— What hears me I ——— but pat,'pat, very foft- 
ly at: the Door. Come in, cries I, 'and preſently 
enters Mr. Moabite, 'follow'd by a ſnug Chair, the 

Windows cloſe drawn,-and in it was a fine young Vir- 


gin juſt upon the point of being deliver d.—————We 
were all in a great hurly-borly'for-a while to be ſore; 


bur our Production was a fine Boy = | had fifty 
Guineas for my trouble, the Lady was wrapt up'very 


warm, plac'd in hes Chair, anditoconvey'd to the Pre 


rhe GrinRindh. 6 


ſhe came —; Who: ſhe was, or what ſhe was, I 
cou'd never learn, tho' my Maid ſaid that the Chair 
went thro' the Park ———— but the Child was left 
with me - The Father wou'd have made a Few 
on't preſently, bur I ſwere, if he committed fich'a 
| Barbarity on the Infant, that I would diſcover all — 
So I had him brought up a good Ft and My 

Prentice to an Attorney. 

__ Y.W, Very well. 

Mi:. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty Fellow 
in London that knows as little of their true Father 
and Mother as he does : I have had ſeveral ſuch Jobbs 
in my | Time ; —— there was one Scoich Nobleman_ 
tha! brought me four in half a Year. 

Y.F. Four!. and how were they all provided for? 

Mid. Very handſomely indeed ; they were two Sons 
and two Davghters, the eldeſt Son rides in the firſt 
Troop of Guards, and the other 1s a very pretty Fel- 
low, and his Father's Valet de Chambre. | 

Y. W. And what is berome . of the Davghters, 

ray? 

F Mid. Why, one of 'em is 2 Mantean-makter, and 
the youngeſt has got into the Play-houſe. Ay, ay, 
my Lord, let Subeleman alone, VII warrant he'll manage 
your Brother. Adimylife, here's ſomebody coming, I 
wou'd :not be ſeen. 

Y. W. *Tis my Brother, and he'll meet you upon 
the nd [* _— urn this Cloſet till he be gone. 

[Shuts her into the Cloſet. 


+Retey E, Wou'dbe and Subtleman, 
My Brother deareſt Brother, welcome !_ 
[Runs and floidans hin. 

E, W. I can't difſemble, Sir, elſe I wou'd return 
your falſe Embrace. - 

Y. Y. Falſe Embrace! - til] ſulpicious of me! I 
thought that five Years Abſence might have cool'd the 
unmanly Heats-of our-childiſh Days z that I am over- 
Joy'd at your Return, let-this teſtify, this i" 

2 
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I ceſign all Right and Title to your Honor, and ſa- 
lute you, Lo 
E.W. I want not your .Permiflics to enjoy my 
Right; here I-am Lord and Matter without your Re- 
ſignation ; and the firſt uſe I m»ke of my Authority, 
is, to diſcard that rude, bull-fac'd Fellow at the 
Door. Where is my Steward ? [ Enter Clearaccount] 
- Mr. Clear account, let that pamper'd Sentinel below 
this Minute be diſcharg'd. — Brother, I wonder you 
cou'd feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle Drones about 
you, ard leave the poor induſtrious Bees, that fed you 
from their Hives, to ſtarve for, want Steward, 
look to't ;,if I have not Diſcharges. for every F arthing 
of my Father's Debts upon my. 'Tojlet to-morrow 
Morning, you ſhall follow the Tipflaff, 1 can affure 

ou. 
3 Y,.t. Hold, hold, my Lord, you ufurp too 0 
a Power, mathinls. oer my Famdy. - 

E. WY. Your Family! 

'Y. W.' Yes, Family ; you bite no Title t to Lord 
- -It- here. Mr, Cog creat you know your 

Maſter. at 
E.W. Howl a Combinacien vgainſt 6-1: Des 
ther, take heed how you deal with one that, cautious 
of your Falſhood, comes prepar'd to. meet your Arts, 
and can retort your Cunning to your Infamy : Your 
black, unna'ural Deſigns againſt my Life, before 1 
went abroad, my Charity can. pardon ;. but my Pru- 
dence muſt remember to guard me from your Malice 
for the future, 

Y. W. Our Father's weak and fond Surmiſe ! which 
he upon his Death-bed own'd ; and to recompence me 
for that injurious, unnatural Suſpicion, he left me ſole 
Heir to his Eftate——Now,' tay Lord, my Houſe and 
Servants are at your Service. - 
 E.W. Villainy beyond Example ! have T'not Letters 
from my Father, of ſcarce a Fortnight's Date, where 
he repeats his Fears for my my wk it ſhould _ | 
expole me to your, Hatred ?. : | 


$4b, 
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$4þb, Well, well, theſe are no Proofs, no Proofs, my 
Lord ; they won't paſs .in Court againſt poſitive Evi- 
"dence : Here is your Father's Will, fgnatum & jgil- 
latum, befides his laſt Words to confirm it, to which 
1] can take my poſitive Oath in any Court of Y/7- 

miner. _ EMS oy . pf X* 
- W.. What are you, Sir? © + 

Sub. Of Cliferd's Inn, my Lord, I belong to the 
Law. - NY oy 

E. W. Thou art the Worm and: Maggot of the Law, 
bred in the bruis'd and rotten Parts, and now are 
nouriſh'd! on the ſame Corruption that produc'd thee. 
—— — The E:g//þ Law, as planted firſt, was like 
the Eng/i/þ Oak, ſhooting its ſpreading Arms around, 
to ſhelter all that dwelt beneath its Shade : — But 
now whole Swarms of Caterpillars, like you, hang in 
ſuch Cluſters upon every Branch, that the once” thri- 
ving Tree now ſheds infeQtious Vermin on our Heads. 
* Y. FW. My Lord, I have ſome Company above ; if 

our Lordſhip will drink a Glaſs of Wine, we ſhall 
be proud of the Honour ? if not, I ſhall attend you at 
any Court of Judicature, whenever you pleaſe to ſum- 
mon me. | ET oe ts if 
_E.F. Hold, Sir, —— Perhaps my Fx her's dying 
Weakneſs. was impos'd cn, and he has left him Heir; 
if ſo, his Will ſhall freely be obey'd. [Afge.] —— 
Brother, you ſay you have a Will. ILY 

Sub, Here it is. [Sh:awing a Parchment. 

E. W. Let me ſee it. OB. 

Sub, There's no Precedent for that, my Lord, 

E. Y. Upon my Honcur, Fl reſtore i. 

Y. Y. Upon my Honour, but you ſhan't.— _ 

[ſakes it from Sub. and puts it in his Poclet. 

E. W. This Over-caution, . Brother, is ſuſpicious. 
 Y. I, Seven thouſand Pound a Year is,worth look- 
ig after, PREY. | POL BIWELES ©- 

E. W. Therefore you can't.take it il] that I am lit- 
tle inquiſitive” about it. Have you Witneſfles to 
prove my Father's dying Words ? ETD 


© =: 
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© Y. FW. A Couple in the Houſe, 
_ E. F. Whoare they? _ 
_. Sub. Witneſſes, my Lord ! —— "Tis unwarranta- 
ble to enquire into the Merits of the Cauſe out of 
Cours ——- my Client ſhall anſwer no more Que. 
Od obs LOS | 

E. W. Perhaps, Sir, upon a ſatisfattory Account of 
his Title, I intend to leave your Client to the quiet 
Enjoyment of his Right, without troubling any Court 
with the Buſineſs; I therefore deſire to know what 


kind of Perſons 2re theſe Witneſles. | | 
6b. Oho, he's a coming about. [4/#ae.] I told 
your Lordſhip already, that I am one, another is in 
the Houſe, one of my Lord's Footmen, 
" _B. HY. Where is ttiis Footman ? 
' Y. W, Forth-coming. 
_ 'E. W, Produce him. | 
Sub. That I ſhall preſently.——— The Day's our 
” own, Sir; [To Y. W.] but you ſhall engage ft to aſk 
him no croſs Queſtions. [Exit Sub, 
"EB. W. tam not fkill'd in ſuch : But, pray Brother, 
did my Father quite forget me ? left me nothing ! 
_  Y.W. Traoly, my Lord, nothing :——He ſpoke 
bot little, leſt no Legacies. 
 E.W. *Tis ſtrange; he was extremely juſt, and 
lov'd me too; - . but perhaps - ; | 
Wa a * [Enter Subtleman with Teague. 
Sub, My Lord, here's another Evidence. 
F.IW. Teague ! EY. 
Y. /, My Brother's Servant! _ BE 
*I | [They all four flare upon one another, 
_ Sub. His Servant ! | | 
Tea. Maiſhter! ſee here Maiſhter, I did get all diſh 
[Chinks Myncy] for being and Evidenſh, dear Joy ; an 
be me ſhoule, I will give the half of it 'to you, if 
you will give me your Permiſhon to make ſwear a- 
gainſt you. | Tomy 6 
E. W. My Wonder is divided between the Villainy 
. of the Fat, and the Amazement of the Diſcovery ! 
Teague ! my very Servant ! ſure I dream, 7 
7a. 
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Tea, Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in the Caſh; Pm 
ſure the Croon Pieceiſh are awake, for I have been 
taking with dem diſh. half hour. 

Y. W. Ignorance, unlucky Man, thou haſt ruin'd 
me ; Why had I not a ſight of him before ? 

Sub. I thought the Fellow had been too Ignorant to 
be a Knavre. : | | 

Tea, Be me Shoule, you lee, dear Joy. I can be 
a Knave as well as you, fen I think it conveniency. 

E. W. Now Brother! Speechleſs ! Your Oracle too 
filenc'd ! Is all your boaſted Fortune ſunk to the guilty 
Bluſhing for a Crime ? But I ſcorn. to inſult. Let 
Diſappointment be your Puniſhment : But for your 
Lawyer there, Teague, lay hold of him. OBE 
 Gup, Let none dare to. attach me without. a legal 
Warrant, TR ON W277, 

Tea, Attach! no, dear Joy, I cannot attach you— 
but I can catch you by. the Troat, after the Faſhjon of 
treland. [Takes Subtleman by the Throer. 

Szb. An Afſault! an Aſſault! | 
| Tea, No, no, 'tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 

E. W. Hold him faſt, Teague —— Now, Sir, {Ts 
Y, W.] becauſe I was your Brother, you wou'd have 
betray'd me ; and becauſe I am your Brother, I for- 
give it ; diſpoſe yourſelf as you think fit. — Pl 
. order Mr. Clearacccunt to give you a thouſand Pounds, 
Go. take it, and pay me by your Abſence. | | 

Y. W. I ſcorn your beggarly Benevolence : Had my 
Dehtigns ſucceeded, I wou'd: not have allow'd you the 
Weight of a Wafer, and therefore will accept none. 
—— As for that Lawyer, he deſerves to be Pillory'd, 
not for his Cunning in deceiving you, but for his Ig- 
norance in betraying me. he Villain has de- 
frauded me of Seven thouſand Pound a Year, Farewel. 
rages, r I [Going, _ 


G4 Enter 


. Honour, 
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Enter Midnight out of the Cloſet, runs to Young Wou'dbe, 
| and kneels. Ne hes 
Mid. My Lord; my dear Lord Wou'gbe, I beg you 
ten thouſand Pardons. as | 
Y. W. What Offence haſt thou done to me ? 
Mid. An Offence the moſt injurious 


I have 


-- hitherto conceal'd a Secret in my Breaft, to the Offence 
_ of Juſtice, and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your 


true Right and Title. You, Benjamin Wou'dbe, with 
the crooked Back, are the eldeſt born, and true Heir 
10 the Eftate and Dignity, : By 

Om. How |! 

Tea. Arah, how? | 2 6 
Mid. None, my Lord, can tell better. than I, who 
brought you both into the World, My deceavd 
Lord, upon the ſight of your Deformity, engag'd me, 


| by a confiderable Reward, to ſay you were the laſt 


. born, that the beautiſul Twin, likely to be the greater 
Ornament to the Family, might ſucceed him. in his 
—— —- This Secret my Conſcience has long 
ſtruggled with. —— Upon the News that you were 


- left Heir to the Eflate, I thought Juſtice was ſatiefy'd, ' 


and I was refoly'd to keep it a Secret ſtill ; but by 


- ſtrange Chance, over-hearing what paſs'd juſt now, 
. my poor Conſcience was rack'd, and'I was forc'd to 


. declare the Truth, 4 
Y. IV. By all my former Hopes I cou'd have ſworn 


4t : I found the Spirit of Elderſhip in my Blood-; my 


Pulſes beat, and ſwell'd for Seniority ._——Mr. Hermes 
Weiu'dbr, —— I'm your moſt humble Servant. 


fs ED ENT = 
_E.W. Hermes is my Name, my Chriſtian Name; 


of which I am prouder than of all Titles that Ho- 


.nour gives, or Flattery beſtows. —— But thou, vain 


. Bubble, puft up with the empty Breath of- that more 
ewpty Woman; to let thee ſce how I deſpiſe thy 
Pride, Pl call thee Lord, dreſs thee up in Titles like 
a King at Arms; you fhall be blazon'd round, like 

' any- Church in. Ho//ang; thy Pageantry ſhall Encery 

: | POE: [$405 


- The Twin-Rivals. © 67 


the Lord-Mayor' s; and yet this Hermes, plain Ha, 
ſhall deſpiſe*thee. 


Sub. Well, well, this is nothing to the Purpoſe — 


Miſtreſs, will you make an Affidavit 'of what you haye 
faid, before a Maſter in Chancery ? 00914 


Mzd. That I can, tho'1 were to die the next Minute 
after It. £1 | 


 nute after dar. 

E. W. All this is trifling : I "ey _—_ my Hoſe 
of this Neſt of Villainy at once, ——— ere, Teagur,. 
 {Whiſfers Teague] go, make haſte, 

Tea. Dat I can.—{ 4s he runs cut, Y. W. ." Pops. him, 
Y. W. Where are you going, Sir? 7 


© Tra, Only for a Pot of Ale, dear Joy, for you and 


my Maiſhter, to drink Friends... 

- Y.V. Youlie,. Sirrah.. Per him back. 
Tea; Fet, Ido fo: © 

_ E.W. What, Violenceto' my Servant ! Nay, thien: 
ri force him» a Paſſage. wg 


Sub, An Aſſault; an _ upon the Body of aPeer, 


Within there: 4 


Enter three or- four Contables, one " em wb a Black | 
' Patch on his Eye; T by dijarm Elder Wou 'dbe, and 


feeure Teague. - 

E.W. This Plot was laid for my Reception: 1D 
land me, Conſtable: | 
_- Y.W. Have acare, Mr. Conftable, the Man id mel; 
he's: poſſeſs'sd with air odd Frenzy, that he*\my Bro- 


ther, and my elder too ; So, becauſe I wou'd nor very | 
willingly refign my Houſe and Eftate, he attempted to - 


murder me. 


Sub. Gentlemen, take care of. that --6 -He- 


made an Aſſault upon my Body vi & armis. 
Tea. Arah, fat is dat wavy at armiſh?Þ © © 

| $ub, No matter, Sirrah ; I. ſhall have you Yay LO 

Nt Hang'd! dat is nothing, dear Joy ; ;—We are 
ns'd to'r.. 


E, W Vnhand me, Villains, or by FOTOS "Tl 


i? Teas. 


Tea.” ;Den, 4 Jear Joy, you wou'd bedam thenem M: -. 
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Tea, Havea caar, dear Maiſhter, don't ſwear ; we 
' ſhall be had in the Croon-Offiſh : You know dere ih 
Sharpers about us. ( Looking about onthem that hold him, 
_Y.F. Mr. Conte, FRE know your TE; 
*} in with em. 
dF. lp Morborioenic q. #19: 
. Conſt. No, -no, force him away. 
of They all hurry bim off, manent Y. W. and Midnight, 
., Y. W. Now, my dear Propheteſs, my Sybil ; by all 
my dear Deſires and Ambitions, I do believe you have 
ſpoken the Truth. I am the Elder. | 
Mid. No, no, Sir, the Devil a word on't is true—— 
1 wou'd not wrong my Conſcience-neither : For, faith 
"and troth, as I am an honeſt Woman, you were born 
above three Quarters of an Hour after him ;z——but 
con't much care if I do ſwear that you are the eldeſt, 
: What a Bleſfling it was that I was in the Clo- 
ſet at that pinch ! Had I not come out that Moment, 
| you wou'd have ſneakt of ; your Brother had been in 
Poſſeſſion, and then we had loſt all; but now you are. 
<ftabliſh'd : Poſſeſſion gets you Money, that gets you 
Law, and Law you know——Down on your Knees, 
Sirrah, and aſk me Bleſfling. 
Y. IF. No, my dear Mother, I'll give thee a Bleſſing, 
a Rent-charge of Five hundred Pound a Year, upon 
what part of the Eſtate you will, during your Life. 
Aid. Thank you, my Loxd : That five Hundred a 
- Year will afford me a leiſurely Life, and a hand- 
ſome Retirement in the Country, where I mean to 
repent me of my Sins, and die a good Chriſtian : For 
Heaven knows, I am old, and uk to bethink me - 
of another Life. Have: you none of the Cor- 
dial left that we had i in the Mornin 
Y.F, Yes, yes, we'll go to he Foonin heat 
| | Þ mc 
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SCENE, The Street. 
Tea, Deel tauke me but diſh iſh a moſt ſhweet Bufi- 
neſs indeed ; Maiſhters play the Fool, and Shervants 
muſt ſhuffer for it. IT am Priſhoner in the Conſtable's 


Houſe, be me Shaule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſome 
Bail for my Mailliter ; but foo. ſhall bail poor T! _m— 


agra ? 


Dae Conſtance. 


Oh, I ih my Maiſhter's old Love.. Indeed, I fear 
diſh Biſhneſs will ſpoil his Fortune. _ 

Con. Who's here ? Tea we ? (Hs Pra from ber. 

Tea. Deel tauke her, T did tought ſhe cou'd not 
know me agen now I am a Priſhoner. (Conſtance goes 
about to look him in the Face. He turns from her.) 
Diſh iſh not ſhivil, be me Shoule, to know a Shentle- 

man fither he will ar no. 

' Con, Why this, Teague ? What's the Matter ? Are 
| you aſham'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague ? | 

Teas. Of bote, be me Shozle. 
' Con. How does your Maſter, Sir ? 

| Tea. Very well, dear Joy, and in Priſhon. 

Corn. In Priſon how! where? 

Tea. Why, in the little Ba/þtile yonder, at the Exd 
of. the Street. 
| Con. Shew me the Way immediately. | 

Tea. Fet, I'can ſhew you the Houſe yonder ; Shee 
yonder.; be me Shoule I ſhee his Face yonder peeping 


- tro0 the-Iron Glaſs Window. 
Con. I'll ſee him, tho' a Dungeon were his Confine- 
ment, ( Runs out. 


Tea. Ah —— auld kindneſh, be me ſhoule, cannot 
be forgotten. Now, if my Maiſkter had but Graſh e- 
nough to get her wit Child, her Word wou'd go for 
two ; and ſhe wou'd bail him and I bote. Exit. . 


SCENE, 
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SCEN E, 4 Room miſerably furniſhed, E. W. ſitting 


and oakews, 


E. I... The Tow x confines the the. 
The Spunging- Houſe the Poor ; 
-  - Thus there ars Degrees of State 
That ev'n the Wretched af _w.* 8.40 


"Viewil, the cheriſhed in Cinres,) 
Relates but a ſplenetick Tale, 

Cervances Rewels and Sports, 
Altho' he writ in @ Fil. 


Then hang Reflexions, / Starts up. ) ru. go write a 
Comedy. Ho, within there: Tell the Lioatenaat of 
the Two that I would ſpeak with him, 


| Enter Conftable. | | 

Conft. Ay, ay, the Man is mad: Lieatenant oh 
Tower! ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your 
 Wo'ds good, Maſter. 

E. JW. Why, am not I a Priſoner here ? I know:it 
by the ſtately Apartments. — What 1s that, pray, that 
hangs ſtreaming down upon the Wall yonder ? 

Conft. Yonder ! *tis Cobweb, Sir. | 

E. W. 'Tis. falſe, Sir : "Tis as fine Tapeſtry as any 
in Eurcpe. 

C:nſi. The Devil wad: 5; 

_ _E., HF. Then your Damaſk Bed, haw' : the Alawers 
are fo bold, I took 'em for Embroidery ; ; and then the 
Head work, Point e Yenice, T proteſt ! 

| Conf, As good Kidderminſfler as = in England, I 
muſt confeſs: and tho! the Sheets be a tittle ſoil'd, yet 
T can affure you, Sir, that many an honeſt Gentleman 
bas lain in them. | 
+ E.W. Pray, Sir, whatdid thoſe two Trdjan Pieces. 
<alt, that are fix'd up in the. Corner of the Room ? 

' Corn. Indian Pieces ! What the Devil, Sir, they*are 
my old Jack-Boots, my Militia Boots. DEF 


me. 
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'E.IV. & took them for two China Jars, upon 
Word : But hark'e, Fnend, art thou content that _ 
Things ſhow'd be as they-are ? 

_ Conſt, Content! ay, Sir. 

_ E. #. Why then ſhould-I complain ?/ 1 | 

Tas auithin, 

[ithin.)} Mr. Conſtable, hevo/e' will force 
her Way upon us : -We can't-ſftop her. 

 Conft. Knock her down then, knock her down ; Jet 
no, Woman: acdte-up> the Man' 's | mad enough al- 
ready, . PUTS 


EY 117 Ware Coatanes. + 
Con . Who dares oppoſe me him 
»., {Throws him a handful Mon 
Conf Not I truly, Madam. £ 57 af 
IN 1 Gather up the Money 


E.W., My Conflancs ; my Guardian-Angel here : 
Then nought can hurt me, 


Conſt. Hark'e, Sir, you may fup t yok the Bed-to be 
a Damaſk Bed for Half an Hour, pleaſe, —— 


Con, No, no, Sir, your Prifoncy' muſt along. with 


ooh” Art faith, the Woman's madder than ie 
an. 


- Enter iran 4 Oy Teague: 00S 
: Mi I. Ha! Trueman too! Pm proud to think that 
many a Prince has not ſo many 'true-Fnends'1 in Tag 
_ Palace, -as I have here in Priſon A ch— * 
Tea. Tree, be me Shoule. + © | 
True. My boyd, juſt as I heard of your Confine- 
ment, I was going te'Mmake myſelf: a Priſoner. Be- 
_ the _—_ F "bad juſt ught the Yponag- 
Com. 1 I hope the re gobien Fetters, Captain ? ' | 
True. They" four thouſand Pound, Madai, 
| befide-the Purſe which is. worth a Million. My 
Laeds. 43s very Breving was'l to bs. 'marry'd; = 


r 
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the News of your Misfortune has ſtopt me: I wou'd 
not gather Roſes in a wet Hour. 

E. W. Come, the Weather ſhall be Clear ; the 
Thoughts of your good Fortune will make me eaſy, 
more than my own can do, if purchaſed by your Dif- 
appointment. 

True. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the 

Bed of Pleaſure whilſt you lie in a Hovel? — Here, 
where is this Conſtable? How dare you do this, inſo- 

lent Raſcal? 
_ Cent. Infolent Raſcal | do you know who you ſpeak 
10,2077 --:- 

True, Yes, Sinzah 3 don't I call you by your'proper 
| Name? How dare you confine a Peer of the Realm ? 

Conſt. Peer of the Realm ! you may give good 
Words tho?, I hope. 

_E.W.. Ay, ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the ri ight, he 
did but his uty ; 3 I ſuppoſe he had twenty Guineas 
for his Pains, 

Cornft, No, I had but ten. 

E. I. Hark'e, Trueman, thisF ellow muſt be bots 
he'll be of Uſe to us; I muſt employ you too in this 
 Aﬀair with my Brother. 

True. Say no more, my Lord, I'll 'cut his Throat, 
*tis but flying the Kingdom. 

E. W. No, no, twill be more Revenge to worſt 
him at his own Weapons, Cou'd I but force him out 
of his Garriſon, that I might. get znto Poſſefſion, his 
Claim wou'd vaniſh ano my 
Brother know you? _ 

True. Very little, if atall. _ 

E. W. Hark'e. Whiſpers. 

True, It ſhall be done ;———Loak* e, Conſtable, 
| you're drawn into a wrong Cauſe, and it may prove 
your DeſtruQtion, if you don't change Sides immedi- 
ately :-——We deſire no:'Favour, .but the Uſe of your 
_ Coat, Wig, and Staff for Hal an Hour. 

Conft, /by truly, Sir, I underſtand now, by this 
Gentlewoman, that I know to be 'our Neighbour, 


that 
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that he is a Lord, and I owhey a. his Worſhip's 
Pardong-' and if I can do your our any Service, 
your Grace may command me. 

E. W. Pl reward you, but you muſt have the black 
Patch for the Eye too. 

Tea. I can give your Lordſhip wan ; here fet, *tis a 
Plaiſhter for a fore Finger, ' an I have worn it but 
twice. 

Con. —=D p Fay, Captain, what was your Quar- 
rel at Aurelia to-day ? 

True. With your Permifion, Madam, we'll mind 
my Lord's Buſineſs at prefent z when that's done, we'll 
mind the Lady's ——My Lord, F thall make an excel- 
lent Conſtable ; I never had the Honour of a civil Em- 
ployment before : We'll equip ourſelves m another 
Place. Here, you Prince of Darkneſs have you neer 
: better Room in your Hou le, theſe Iron Grates frighten 

e Lad | 
| Cont. 1 I have a handſome, neat Parlour below, Sir. 

True, Come along then, you muſt conduQ us.—— 
We don't intend t6 be out of your Sight, that you 
may'nt be out of ours. TA "> [Exeunt. 


| SCENE charges to an Apartment. 


Enter Aurelia in a Paſſion, A ollowwing. 
Aur. Follow me not ; Deformity, 
with Quiet, were preferable to Fe rexitſols Perſecu- 
tion; for Heaven's fake, Mr. Richmore, what have I 
ever ſhewn to vindicate this Preſumption of yours ? 

Rich, You ſhew it now, Madam, your: Face, yaur 
Wit, your Shape, are all Temptations to undergo even 
the Rigour 0 your Diſdain, for the bewitching Pleca- 
ſure of your Company. 

Aur. Then be aa, Sir, JE ſhall reap no other 
Benefit by my Company ; z and if you think it a Plea- 
ſure to be conſtantly flighted, ridicut'd, and affronted, 
you ſhall have Admittance 10 fach Entertainment 
whenever you will, cs 

if, 
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Rich. I take you at your Word, Madam ;' I am 
arm'd with Submiſſion againſt all the Attacks of your 
Severity, and your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my Re- 
fignation can bear much longer than your Rigour can 
WR. 7. "1 IG | : 

Aur. That 1s, in plain Terms, your Sufficiency will 
_ preſume much longer than my Honour can Tteſtit —= 
Sir, you might have ſpar'd the unmannerly Declara- 
tion to my Face, having already taken care to let me 
know your Opinion of' my Virtue, by your impudent 
Settlement propos'd by Mrs. M:dnight. 

Rich. #4 thoſe fair Eyes, P11 double the Propoſal.; 
this ſoft, this white, this powerful Hand Takes her 
| Hand] ſhall write its own Conditions. | ob Av 

Aur. Then it ſhall write this — [| Srrikes him] and if 
you like the 'Terms, you ſhall have more another Time. 
Wig | | | 427 Bate. 

Rich, Death and Madneſs ! a Blow — Then 
thouſand Pound Sterling for one Night's. Revenge up. 
- on her dear, proud, di{dainful Perſon !—Am I rich 
as many a Sovereign Prince, wallow-in Wealth, yet _ 
can't command my Pleaſure ? — Woman ! If 
oro be Power in Gold, I yet ſhall triumph o'er thy. 
Pride. | OE ROD Se 


| | Enter Midnight. 
Mid. © my, troth, and ſo you ſhall,.if I can help it. 
Rich. Madam, Madam, here, here, here's Money, 
Gold, Silver, take, take, all, all, my Rings too; all 
ſhall be yours, make me but happy in this preſumptu- 
ous Beauty, I'll make thee rich as Avarice can crave; 
if not, Ill murder thee and myſelf too. 
 _ Mid. Your Bounty 1s too large, too large indeed, 
2a: 7 | | 
 Rich.. Too large | no, *tis Beggary without her — 
Lordfſhips, Manecrs, Acres, Keats, 'Tithes and Trees, 
all, all ſhall fly for my dear ſweet Revenge. 
M0 Say no more, this Night il put you in a 
ay. 
| 4 Rich.. 


1 
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Rich, This Night? - - | 

. Mid. 'The Lady's Aunt is very near. her Time. — 
ſhe goes abroad this Evening a viiting ; - in the mean 
time I'll ſend to your Miſtreſs, that -her Aunt 1s fallen 
in Labour at my Houſe: She comes in a rote and 
then—— 

Rich. Shall I be there to meet her? 

. Maid. Perhaps. | 

Rich, In a private Room oh | 

Maid. Mum. : 

| Rich. No Creature to diſturb us "# Is | 

Mid. Mum, I ſay, but you muſt give me your Word 
ja. + miprannts hays | can tal tell you, ſhe won't be. 


Rich. Raviſh! Let me ſee, I'm worth five thouſand | 


Pound a Year, twenty thouſand Guineas in my Pocket, 
and may not I force a Toy that's ſcarce worth fifteen 


ol Pound? hy do't, 


Her Beauty ſets my Heart on fire, beſide 
Tt injurious Blow has ſet on fire my Pride; 
| The bare Fruition were not worth my Pain, 
The] Joy will be to humble her Diſdain.; 

Hayy Enjoyment will the Tranſport laſt. 

Triumph, when the Extaſy i is paſt, 


The End if the fourth AC T. 


"ACT 
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XENON NOR HON JO Xt 
S C ENE, Lord Wou'dbe'; Houſe. 
| Tong Wenthe td, 


Y. WV. CHew me that proud Stoick that can bear 
| Succeſs and Champaign ; Philoſophy can 
ſapport us in hard Fortune, but who can have Patience 
' in; Proſperity? The Learned may talk what they will 
of human Bodies, but I am ſure. there 1s not one Atom 
in mine but what is truly. Epicurean. My Brother is 
ſecur'd, I guarded with my, Friends, my lewd and. ho- 
neſt Midnight Friends.——Holla, who waits there ? 


Enter Servant. 
Ser. My Lord! Mas TNT Tp rl 
__ Y. W. A freſh Battalion of Bottles to re-inforce the 

Ciſtern. Are the Ladies come ? 
Ser. Half an Hour ago, my Lord: 'They're below 
in the Bathing Chamber. = | 
_Y. W. Where did you light on 'em ? 

Ser. One in the Paſſage at the old Play-houſe, my 
Lord——T found another very melancholy paring her 
Nails by Re/amond's Pond, —and a Couple I got at 
the Chequer Alehouſe in Holborn; the two laſt came 
to Town Yeſterday in a Weſt Country Waggon. 

Y. W. Very well, order Bacenface to haſten Supper 
and d'ye hear ? Bid the Swz/s admit no Stranger 
without acquainting me———=|[ Exit Servant.) Now 
Fortune I defy thee, this Night's my own at leaſt. 

: | es *o Hemel Servant. 

| Ser, My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 

black Eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip 
in all haſte. i 
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Y. FF. Ha! the Conftable ! Shou'd Fortune Jult me 


now ?————B1d him come up, I fear ſome curſed 
Chance to thwart me. , 


Enter Trueman in the C onftable's C hath. 

True. Ah! My Lord, here is ſad News———your 
Brother 18 

' Y. W. Got away, made his Eſcape, I warrant Roy 
True. Worſe, worſe, my Lord. 

Y. W. Worſe, worſe ? What can be worſe ? 

True. I dare not ſpeak it. Exe 
 Y. W. Death and Hell, Fellow don *t diſtratt me, 
. True. He's dead, MC 

'Y. W. Dead! 

Trae. Pofitively. 

Y. W. Coup de Grace, Ciel Gramercy. 

True. Villain, I underſtand you. [ite 
 Y. #:- But how, how, Mr. Conſtable ? __ 
aloud, kill me with the Relation. 

True. I don't know how, the poor Gentleman was 
very melancholy upon his Confinement, and fo he de- 
ſ'd me to fend for a Gentlewoman that lives hard by 
here, may-hap your Worſhip may know her. _ 

Y. W. At the gilt Balcony in the Square ? 

True. The very ſame, a ſmart Woman truly——I 
went for her myſelf, but ſhe was otherways engag'd ; 


not ſhe truly, wou'd not come——— Wou'd you * 


believe it, my Lord, at the hearing of this the poor 
Man was like to drop down dead. 
Y. W. Then he was but likely to drop down dead ? 


True, Wou'd it were no more. 'Then I left him, 


and coming abont two Hours after, I found him 
hang'd in his a3 Bett. - -- 

Y. WV. Hang' ns 

True. Dang 

Y.W. Le po ny. eclat ! Done like the noblefſt Roman 
of 'em all ; but are you ſure he's paſt all Recovery ? 
| Did you ſend for no Surgeon to bleed him ! 

True, No, my Lord, 1 "_ that——but I'll ſend 
omgbecately. 


Y. FF. 


- _— o——_— REEL ee ESA iti i oe eu me, . . ”- 
*. 
S . 
-= " = 


—_— —  — ——— - 
SSSI _—— 
Jn eo er een re pernnanernerengenns - 
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. Y.W. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, *tis too Iate now, 

| $00 late——and the Lady would not come, you ſay? iM Þ 
| _ © True, Not a ftep wou'd ſhe fir, _ 

|- | — Y. WV. Inhumane! barbarous !—— dear, delicious 

Woman, thou now art mine—— Where is the Body, 


'Mr. Conſtable ? I muſt fee it, _ 
True. By all means, my Lord, it hes 1n my Parlour; 
there's a power of Company come in, and among the | 
_ reſt one, one, one Trueman, I think they call him, a | 
deviliſh hot Fellow, he had hk'd to have pulld the 
Houſe down about our Ears,: and ſwears ——— 1 told 
him he ſhould pay for ſwearing——he gave me a flap 
in the Face, ſaid he was in the Army, and had a Com- 
miſſion for't. Bo Set 
Y.VW. Captain Trzeman? A bluſtering kind of 
Rake-helly Officer. | | iy 
True, Ay, my Lord, one of thoſe Scoundrels that 
we pay Wayes to for being knock'd o'th*head for us, 
. W. Ay, ay, one of thoſe Fools that have only 
Brains to be knock'd out, _ & 


- True. Sonot a Whore. [4/ide.] He's a plagny im- 
 pudent Fellow, my Lord ; he ſwore that'you were the 
_ greateſt Villain upon the Earth. Sams TVS 
__ Y. W. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my 
Face, Mr. Conſtable. Re 
True. No, no, hang him, he faid it bchind your 
Back. to be ſure——and he ſwore moreover ——Have 
a care, my Lord, ——he ſwore that he would cut your 
'Throat whenever he'met you. _ PTAs, -: 
 Y.F. Will you ſwear that you heard him fay ſo? 
True. Heard him! Ay, as plainly as you hear me : 
He ſpoke the very Words that I ſpeak to your Lord- 
hs, | | 
: Y. I. Well, well, I'll manage him ——But now I 
think on't, I won't go to ſee the Body ; it will but 
encreaſe my Grief, —} —2Mr. Conſtable, do you 
ſend for the Coroner : They muſt find him Nox Compos. 
He was mad before, you know, Here——ſomething 
or your Trouble, SERIE TEL. ny 
_  Truts 
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True, Thank your Honour. — But pray, my Lord, 
have a care of that Trueman ; he ſwears that he'll cut 
your Throat, and he will do't, my Lord, he will oe 

Y. W. Never fear, never fear. 

True, But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will cer- 
tainly do't. Pray have a Care. [Exir. 

Y. W. Well, well, ſo, ——the Devils i in't if I 
ben't the eldeſt now. What a Pack of civil Relations 
bave I had here ? My Father takes a Fit of the-Apo- 
plexy, makes a Face and goes off one way ; my Bro- 
ther takes a Fit of the Spleen, makes a Face and goes 
off other way. Well, I muſt own he has found 
the way to molhfy me, and I do love him now with all 
my Heart ; fince he was fo very civil to juſtle into the 
World. before me, I think he did very cvilly to jufle 
out of 1t before me.——But now my Joys ! Without 
there——hollo- take off the Laeaidan of as 
Gate; the Heir may now enter unſuſpected. | 


The W af i is ; dead, the $ hepherds may go bs; 
Eaſe follows Care, Jo rowls the World a BY 3450 
'Tis a Queſtion whether Adverſity c or Prof Ry makes 
the a 


' Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, a Footman brought chis Lene and : 
waits for an Anſwer. At 


Y. W. Nothing from the ZE! hfian Fields, I | 
{Opening the Letter.) What do 1 ſee, C ONSTANCE ? 


Spells and Magick in every Letter of the. pe- — 
Now for the [weet Contents, — | 


M Y Lord, FP am pleas'd to hear oe 5 your happy Change 
of Fortune, and ſhall be glad to ſee your Lordi 

this Ty to 0” you Joy. 
C 0 N S T S N C E. 


Now the Devil's in this Mideight ; the told me this AF- . 
ternoon that the Wands was "VE _ and has it 


got 


— 


% 


. Open, 


_ Fader run like the-Devil out of my own Hoaoſe 10 
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got into the warm Corner already ? Here, my Coach 
and fix to the Door: 111 viſit my Su/taza in State, 


As for the Seraglis below Stairs, you, wy Baſhawy, 
may poſſeſs them. _ Lair 


SCENE. The Stviw.' Tenge; ach «babes 
_ _ 'Truetman 7# the Conftables Habit following. 
True. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way; 


we have certainly paſt the Conſtable's Houle. . 


Tea, Be me Shoule, dear Joy, I am never out of my 


ways ; for poor Teague bas been a Vanderer ever fince 
he was borned. 


True. Hold up the Lanthorn : What Sign i 1s that? 
The St. 4lbar's Tavern-! Why, you blundering Fool, 
you have led me direCly to St. Fames's Square, when 

ou ſhow'd have gone towards Soho. | Shrieting within.] 
Hark What N oule 1s — over the way ? a Woman's 
Cry! 

Te ea, Fet 1s it ſhome Daumſel in Diſtreſs I be- 
lieve, that has no wine to be reliev'd. 

True, I'll uſe the Privilege of my Office to know 
what the Matter 1s. 

Tea. Hold, hold, Maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dat 
1ſh not the way home. 

Within.] Help, help, Murder ! Help. 

| True, Ha! Here muſt be Miſchief — Within there, 
open the Door 1 in the King's Name, or {11 force t 
Here, Teague, break open he Door. 
| [Teague takes the Staff, thumps at the Dur. 
. Tea, Deel taake him, Lhave knock fo-long as 1 am 
able. Arah, Maiſhter, at long. to get 


mn the Window of the ; ROOM, a_ tho wha oh the 
Door, and let in your:ſhelf, 


{ Within.) Help, help, help. 
True. Knock harder, let's raiſe the Mob. | 
Tea, O Maiſhter, I have tink juſt now of a brave 
Invention to make dem come out ; and be St. Patrich, 
dat very Buſhineſs did maake :my nown thelf and:my 


my 


- 
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my Country :=———Be me Shoule, {et the Hooſe a- 
tire. 
Enter the Mob. | 

Mob; What's the Matter, Maſter Conſtable ? 

True, Gentlemen, I command your Aſſiſtance in the 
King's Name, to break into the Houle : There i is Mur- 
der cry'd within. 

Mob. Ay, ay, break open the Door. 

[Midnight at the Balcony. 

Mid. What Noiſe 1s that below ? | 

Tea Arah, vat Noife ith dat above ? 

Mid. Only a poor Gentlewoman 1 in Labour j —— 

'twill be over preſently. Here, Mr. Conftabh, 
there's ſomething for you to drink. 
[Throws down a Parſe, Teague takes it up. 

Tea. Come, Maiſhter, we have no more-to ſhay, ba 
me ſhoule, [Gotrg.] Arah, if you will play the Con- 
ſable right now, fet you val come away. 

True. No, no ; there mutt'be Viſulny by this Bribe, 
Who lives-in-this Houſe ? 


Mob. A Midwife, a Midwife : *Tis none of our 
Buſineſs ; let us be gone, 


[Aurelia at the Window. 
Aur. Gentleman, dear Gentlemen, help! a Rape, 
a Rape, Villainy! _ 


| True. Ha! 'Fhat Voice I know 
Staff; Pl make a Breach, I warrant you. 
| [Breaks open the Door, and all go in, 


Give me the 


SCENE changer tothe Iifide of the Houſe, 


| Re-emer Trueman and Mob. 


True: Gentlemen, ſearch ki about the Houſe ; > let 
not a Soul eſcape. 


Enter Aurelia, running .with ber Hair. hw, her Bars 
| and out of Breath, © 
but a Moment Nob I had been ruined, 


. Es 


R ow _ . 0 
CT SS CE el ns 0 <W —ei2 =o we ou nes eee > - LI 
. 


Poeket-Piſhtols : Dere is a Joak for row 
| arches 


deed! 
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True. Aurelia ! Are you ſafe, Madam? 
Aur. Yes, yes; I am ſafe——I think——but with 
enough to do: He's a deyiliſh ſtrong Fellow. 

True. Where is the VAllain that attempted it ? 
Aur. Pſhaw,—never mind the Villain; 2: out 


' the Woman of the Houſe, the Devil, the Monſter, 


that decoy'd me hither. 


FF"... 


Enter Teague, baling i in Manch, hy the Hair 

| Tea. Be me Shoule, I have taaken my ſhaar of the 
Plunder. Let me ſhee, fat I have gotten, [Takes her 
to the Light.) Ububboo, a Witch, a Witch; the very 
faam Witch dat would ſwaar my. Maiſhter was the 
youngeſt, 

True. How! Midnight . / This was the lackieſt Dif. 
guiſe—Come, my dear Prof pens PII take care of you, 

Mid. Pray, Sir, let me ſpeak to you, 

True, No, no; PII tal waa” you' before a Magi. 


trate A Cart, Brid#well ; you underſtand 
me————Teague, let her be your Priſoner, Pl wait 
on this Lady. 


Aur. Mr. Coriftable, Pl Toward you. - 2 
Tea. It iſh convenient noo by. * Law of Armf, 
that I ſearch my Priſhoner, for fear ſhe may have ſome 


ber Pocket, 
Mid. Ah! don't uſe an old Women ſo. barbarouſly. 
Tea. Dear Joy, den fy Te? u aa old Woman! 
Dat is your Falt, not mine, Joy! Uboo, here zh no- 
ting but ſcribble {erabble Pa it ] tink. | 
| [Palls out a handful o {F-9O8 
True, Let me ſee 'em ; they may be of Uſe —— 
Looks over the Letters, F or Mr. Richmore———Ah! 
oes he traffick hereabouts? * | 


Aur. That 1s the Villain that would. have abug'd 
me, 


' Trut, Ha! "Then be has abug'd you ; Villain in- 


Was his Name Mer Miſtreſs ? a 
op handſome Man ? 
DSL Ts ih 
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Aur. Ay, ay, the very ſame; a luily, ugly Fel- 
jow. | 
True, Let me ſee——whoſe Scrawl is this ? [Opens 
the Leiter, ] Death and Confuſion to my Sight ; Cle/ia / 
My Bride ! — His Whore, —— Pve paſt 
a Precipice unſeen, which to look back upon ſhivers 
me with "Terror. This Night, this very Mo- 
ment, had not my Friend been in Confinement, had 
not I worn this Dreſs, had not 4urelia been in Danger, 
had not Teague found this Letter, had the leaſt minuteſt 
Circumſtance been omitted, what a Monfter had I been ! 
Miſtreſs, is this ſame Richmore in the Houſe fill, 
think'e? - 
Aur. 'Tis very probable he may. 
| Trae. Very well. Teague, take theſe Ladies 
over to the Tavern, and ſtay there till I come to you. 
—— Madam, (To Aurelia) fear no Injury, ——your 
Friends are near you. _ | 
Aur. What does he mean ? 
Tea. Come, dear Joy, I vil give you aPot of Wine, 
out of your own Briberies here. Ih 
[ Hales out Midnight. Exit Aurelia and Mob. 
8 OR | Manet Troeman. 


Enter Richmore. | 
Rich. Since my Money won't prevail on this croſs 
Fellow, I'll try what my Authority can do———_ 
What's the meaning of this Riot, Conſtable ? I have 
. the Commiſſion of the Peace, and can command you. 
Go about your Buſineſs, and leave your Priſoners with 


me. 

True, No, Sir ; the Priſoners ſhall go about their Bu- 
fineſs, and I'll be left with you —— Look'e, Maſter, 
we don't uſe to make up theſe Matters before Com- 
pany : So you and I muſt be in private a little. — You _ 
ſay, Sir, that you are a Juſtice of Peace. | 

Rich. Yes, Sir ; I have my Commiſſion in my Pocket, 

Trae. I believe it. -Now, Sir, one'good Turn 
_ deſerves another : And if you will promiſe to do me 
a Kindneſs, why, you ſhall have as good as you ng. 


+ The 'T wine RichG, 


Wa Whatasit?. erin 5}. biiortg | | 

"Tre. You muſt know, Sir, thre i is a "\ Neighbout 
Ro that Lhad a woundy. Kindneſs for': Shehad 
. a very good Repute all over the Pariſh, and might have 
marry'd very handſomely, that I muſt ſay ; but T don't 
know how, we came together after a very: kindly 
Dpatural manner, and I ſwore, that I muſt ſay, 1 did 
ſwear confoundedly, that I would marry” her ; \But, 


1.don't know how, Never Car » For marefing of her 
Lince, #651 


" Rich. How ſo ? | 

True, Why, becauſe I did my Buſineſs without it: 
'That was the beſt way, I thoucht The Truth is, 
ſhe has ſome fooliſh Reaſons to ſay ſhe's with Child, 
and threatens mainly to have me taken up with a War- 
rant, and brought before a Juſtice of Peace. Now, 

Sir, T intend to come before you, and I hope your 
Worſhip will bring me off. _ 

Rich, Look'e, Sir, if the Woman prove with Child, 
and you ſwore to marry her, you mult do't. _ 

True. Ay, Maſter ; but I am for Liberty and Pro- 
perty. I vote for Parliament-Men : 1 pay Faxes, and 
truly I don't think Matrimony conſiſtent with the Li- 
berty of the SubjeR. 

Rich. But in this Caſe, Sir, both Law and Juſtice will 
[ oblige you. 

i True, Why, if it be the Law of the Lonibermmonerl 

| found a Letter here I think-4t is for your Wor- 

| Ini : 

| Rich, Ay, Sir, how came you by it 2... | 

| True. By a very firange Accident truly w— Clelia 

| ſhe ſays here you ſwore to marry her. Eh! 

Now, Sir, I fuppoſe that what./is Law for a 
Petty Conſtable, may be Law for a Juſtice of Pape. 

Rich. This 1s the oddeſt Fellow—— .. : 

True. Here was: the t'other I,ady that ery'd out ſo 

——[1 warrant now, if I were brought before you. for 


raviſhing a Woman——the Gallows wou'd Taviſh me 
fort; | 


Rich. But 1 did not ravith her. | 


True, 
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' Trae. That I'm glad to hear: I wanted | to be ſure 
| pEka PRES, Thi. 
Rich. T don' like his Fellow: Come, Sir, give me 
any Letter, :and go about your Buſineſs; 1 have no more 
to ſay to you. 
True. But 1 have ſomething to ſay to you. 


Comin Fi oof bim. 
Rich. What! f Fo 
True. Dog. © (Strikes him. 
Rith, Ha! aruckby aPeafant! Draws: ) Shave, thy 
Death 1s-certain. -- (Runs at Tracman. 
True. O brave Don Jobn, Rape and Murder in one 
Night! ( Diſarms him, 


Rich. Raſcal, return my Sword, and acquit your 
Priſoners, elſe will I proſecute thee to Beggary, T'll 
-give ſome Petty-fogger a thouſand Pound to {ſtarve thee 
and thy Family according to Law. 

True. TN lay you a thouſand Pound you won't 
Diſcovering himſelf. 

Rich. Ghoſts and Ap Htions 1 Hog re / , | Yer 

True. Words are ndodleſ; to upbraid you ; my very 
Looks are ſufficient; and if you have the leaſt Senſe of 
Shame, this Sword wou'd be leſs painful in your Heart, 
| than- .my Appearance is in your Eye. 

_ * Rich. 'Trath, by Heavens. 

T-ue. Think on the Contents of this ( Gevoteg a Let- 
72er) think next on we; refleft upon your Villainy to 
Aurclia, then view thyſelf. " £ 

. Rich, Trueman, canſt thou forgive me? 

' True. Forge thee! ( A long Pauſe.) Do one wing, 
and I will. 

Rich. Any thing iP 11 beg thy Pardon? ; 

' True. The Blow excuſes that. | 

Rich, T'll give thee half my Eſtate, þ $4 

True, Mercenary. | | 
Rich, Tl miake thee wy ole Heir 
True. I deſpiſe it. | 

Rich. What ſhall 1 do ? 

True. You ſhall -marry Cle/ia. 

Rich, How ! chat 5 too hard,” 

| '% H P4 True 
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True, "Too hard ! Why was it then impovy'd on me } 
If you marry her yoorlelf, I ſhall believe you intended 
me no Injury ; ſo your Behaviour will -be uſtified, my 
ns Ge appeas'd, "and the- Lady's Honour re. 

Ir Q, 94 
Rich. "Tis infamous. ns NG oo BD 

Trae. No, by Heavens, 'tis Juſtice, and what is juft 


1s honourable : If Promiſes from Man to Man haye 


Force, why not from Man to. Woman ? ——4——- Their 


very Weaknels is the Charter of their Power, and 


they ſhou'd not be injur'd, becauſe they can't return 
Rich. Return my Sword; © 1 © 4 2955 1 
True. ln my Hand ?tis the Sword 0 Juſtice, and |, 
ſhou'd not part with it. - I SITL. INTO 
Rich. Then ſheath it here, Fll die [before F conſent 
fo bajeilg.s. ft H0  eie IR UNT VO BE 
True. Conſider, Sir, the Swordis worn far a diſtin- 
guiſhing Mark of Honour —— Promiſe me one, and 
receive t'other, WH 0s WUIWOSIERSES. Dt © 
Rich. I'll-promiſe nothing, till I have that in wy 
Power. . TOs £5. bn Li 5.2 k, 35 4 
| True. Take it ' [Throws him his Sword. 
Rich. I ſcorn to be compell'd eyen' to Juſtice ;. and 


now that I may rf elit, I Yield =o Tram, 'I have 


injur'd thee, and C/:/za Þhave ſeverely wrong'd. 
True. Wrong'd indeed, Sir ; — and to aggravate 
the Crime, the fair Aﬀifted lovesyou. Mark'd you 
with what Confuſion ſhe receiv'd me ? She wept, the 
injur'd Innocence wept, and with a ſtrange ReluQance 
gave conſent; her moving Softneſs pierc'd my Heart, 
tho' I miſtook the Cauſe,  - 
Rich. Your youthful Virtue warms my Breaſt, and 
melts itinto Tenderneſs. gfe nh IPT L9 | 
True. Indulge it, Sir ; Juſtice is noble in any Form ; 
think of the Joys and Raptures will poſſeſs her, when 
ſhe finds you inftead of me : You, the dear Diſſembler, 


the Man ſhe loves, ' the Man fhe gave for loſt, to find 


him true, return'd, and-in her Arms, 


ws 
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"Rich; No new Poſſeſſion can give equal Joy : 
I: ſhall be done, the Prie&'that waits:for you hat tie. 
the Knot this Moment ; in the Morning I I expect 
you'll give me Joy. [Exit: 
True. So, is not this we now than cutting-of 
Throats 2 I have .got my Revenge, and the Lady will 
bave hers, withoud Bloodlhed. =p | mg [Exit. - 


'$C BN Z change to. an Apartmint ; Conſtance | 


_ and Servant, 


| $&&r. He's juſt a eoming up, Madam. 

Con. My Civility to this Man will be as great a Con- 
firaint upon nie, as Rudeneſs wou'd be to his Brother ; 
but. I muſt bear it alittle, becauſe our Deſigns require 
it ; [Enter Y. Wou'dbe.] his Appearance ſhocks me = 
My Lord, .I wiſh you Joy. 

Y. "Madam, 'tis only 1 in your Power to pive it ; 
and wou'd you honour me with a Title to be really 
proud of, it ſhou'd be that of your humbleſt Servant, 

Can. I never admitted any body to the Title of an 
humble Servant, that I did not intend ſhould command 
me ; if your Lordſhip will bear with the Slavery, you 
ſhall begin whew-you pleaſe, provided you take-upon 
you the Authority-when I have a mind. 

Y. , Our Sex, Madam; make much better Lovire 
than Huſbands; and .I think it -high!y unreaſonable, 

that you ſhou'd put. yourſelf 1 in-my-Fower, when you 
ean ſo abſolutely keep me im yours; | | 

* Con, No, my . Lord, we never truly coonhand till 
we have given:our Promiſe to obey ; and we ate never 
in more danger of being-made Slaves, than when we 
have 'em at our Feet. 

Y. W. True, Madam, the'greateſt Empires are in 
moſt danger of. falling. but it is better to be abſolute 
there, than-to at by a Prerogative that is confn'd; 

Con, Well, well, my Lord, I like the Conſtitution 
we live under ; I'm. for a limited Fewer or none at 


H 3 | Y.W. 


her more of my Mind 
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Y. W. You have ſo much the Heart of the SubjeR, 
Madam, that you may rule-as:you pleaſe ; but you 


have weak Pretences to a limited Sway, where your 


Eyes have already play'd the Tyrant. I think 
one Privitege of the People | is to kiſs their Sovereign's 
Hand. [Taking her Hand, 

C.n. Not till they have has the Oaths, my Lord; 
and he that refuſes themin the Form the Law preſcribes, 
1s, I think, no better than a Rebel. _.. 

Y.. By Shrines and Altars, { Aneeling ) by all that 
you think juſt, and I hold good, by this, (Taking ber 


Hand) the faireft, and the deareſt Vow-—. (K!/irg 


ber Hand, 
Con. Fie, my Lord.  (Sermingly yiz/ding.) 
Y. W. Your Eyes are mine, they bring me_T1dings 


from your Heart, that this Night I ſhall be happy. 


Con, Wou'd not you deſpiſe :a Conqueſt lo eaſily 
gain'd? 
Y. HI”, Yours will be the Cengued,! and I fall de 


ſpiſe all the World but you. 


Con. But will you promiſe to make-no Attempt 


upon my Honour? 


Y. 1. That's fooliſh. {4/ide.) Not. Angels ſent on 
Meſlages to Earth, ſhall viſit with more Innocence.. 

Con, Ay, ay, to be ſure. ( Af d:. ) My Lord, 
Til ſend one to conduQt you. » (Exit. 

Y. W. Ha, ha, ha; no Attempts upon her Ho- 
rour ? When I can find the Place where it lies, I'll tell 
Now do I feel ten thou- 
ſand Crpids tickling me all over with the - Points of 
their Arrows. Where's my Deny: now? 1 
have read ſomewhere theſe Lines : 


Tho' Nature cafl me in @ rugged Mould, 

Since Fate has chang'd the Bullion into Gold; 
Cupid returns, breaks all bis Shafts of Lead, 
And tips each Arrow with a Golden Head. 
Feathir'd with Title, the gay lordly Dar t | 

' Flies proudly on, whilll every Virgin's Heart 
S; well, avirh Ambition ta rective the Smart, 
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iy &: \ FE ; SE 2 
ah = *b Tc 
bx Ede Wow dbe behind bim. PIDOL? 


| Z W. Thus to py. Dramatih Story, "oy 

. Stage Hero ſtritts in brrrow'd Glory, : 
Preud and Augauft as: ever Min faw, 

ding ends nan} oe in a Stanza. © 


| [Slaps him on the Shoulder. 


Y. W. Hat ' my — deli | ' 

E. 7. No, perfidious Man ; all Kindred and Rela- 
tion I-difown : The poor Attempts upon my Foitune 
| cou'd pardon; but thy baſe Deſigns upon my Love, 
F can ' never” forgive ; —— my Honour, Birthrighr, 
Riches, All I cou'd more freely ſpare, than the leaſt 
Thought of thy prevailing here. 

Y. /”. How ! my Hopes deceiv'd ; curs'd be the 
fair Deluſons of her Sex ; whilſt only Man oppos'd 

my Cunning, I ſtood ſecure 3 but ſoon as Woman in- 
terpos'd, Luck chang'd Hands, and the Devil was im- 
mediately on her fide, Well, Sir, much good 
may do you with your Miſtreſs, and may you love and 
live, and ſtarve togcther. | [Gcing, 

'E. WY. Hold, Sir, © was lately your Priſoner, no\y 


you are mine ; when the EjeCtment is executed, you 
ſhalt be ar Liberty. | 


Y. WV. EjeQment! | 
E, W. Yes, Sir, by this time, I hope, my Fricnds 


have purg'd my Father's Houſe of that debauch'd and 
notous 'Swarm that you had hiv'd together. 


Y. . Confuſion, Sir, let me paſs; I am the Elder, 
and will be obey'd. [Draus. 


' E. W. Dart thou diſpute the Elderſhip ſo nobly ? 
Y. VV. Idare, and will, to the laſt Prop of my in- 
veterate Blood, ; OY (7 by fight. 


ol a 
Shs I IE, « 


H 4 | - | _Erler 


_ this Evening ? 
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Enter Trueman and Teague. [Trueman /rikes doan 
RO ERR ! of RI 
True. Hold, hold ! my Lord, I have brought thoſe 
ſhall ſoon decide the Controverſy. © 
_Y.FY. IfI miſtake not, this 1s the Villain that de. 
coy'd me abroad, Ces Va it act 
| [Rum at Trueman, Teagy catches his Arm 
behind, and takes away his Sword, 
Tea. Ay, be me Shoule, thiſh iſh the beſht Guard 
upon the Rules of Fighting, to catch a Man'behind 


| his Back. 


True. My Lord, a Word : [Whiſpers FE. Wou'dbe.] 


Now, Gentlemen, pleaſe to hear this venerable Lady, 


[Goes to the Door and brings in Midnight. 
E. 7. Midnight in Cuſtody ! | 

. Tea, In my Cuſhtody, fet. 5 3s | 
True. Now, Madam,. you know what Puniſhment 


4s deſtin'd for the Injury offer'd to Aure/ia, if you don't 
immediately confeſs the Truth. | 


Mid. Then I muſt own, (Heaven forgive, me) 
[Yeefing] I muſt own, that Hermes, as he was ſtill 
elteem'd, ſo he is the Firſt-born. EE as 

Tea. A very honeſt Woman, be me Shoule, 

Y.J. That Confeflion; is extorted by Fear, and 
therefore of no Force. $A 

True. Ay, Sir, but here is your Letter ta her, with 
the Ink ſcarce dry, where you repeat your Offer of 


Five-hundred Pound a Year to ſwear in your Behalf. 


| Tea. Dat was Teague's finding out, and I believe 
St. Patrick put it in my Thoughts to pick her, Pockets. 


Enter Conſtance and Aurelia, _ 
Con. T hope, Mr. Wou'dbe, you will make no At-. 
tempts upon my Perſon. 
Y. Y. Damn your Perſon. _ "4 Eh 
E. I. But pray, Madam, where have you been all 
[To Aurelia. 


"WO Are 
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Aur. Very buſy, T can aſſure you, Sir; here's ay 
hon: Conttable that 1 could find jin., my; Heart to 
marry, had the greaſy Rogue but one Drop of genteel 
Bl.od in his Veins ;. what's become of him ? ., 

| Ry e144 Sans | Looking abaut. 

Con. Bleſs me, Couſin, marry a_ Conſlable ! 

Hur. Why truly, Madam, if that Conſtable had not 
come in a very, critical Minute, by this 'Time I had 
been giad to marry apy Body, 

True, I take you at your Word, Madam, you hall 
marry him this Moment ; and-if you don't fay that 1 
have.genteel Blood in my Veins by to-morrow Morn- 
IHR Fee:1-4 | | | | 

Aur. And was it you, Sir? FPS. » Oe 

True. Look'e, Madam, don't be aſham'd; I found 
you a little in the aijbabilee, that's the Truth on't, but 

'you made a brave Defence. _ : ROPE 

Aur. 1 am oblig'd to you ; and tho' you were a lit- 
tle whimſical to day, this late Adrentuse has taught 
me how dangerous it is to provoke a Gentleman by il! 
Uſage ; therefore, if my Lord and this Lady will ſhew 
us a good Example, I think we muſt follow our Lea- 
ders, Captain. 6 | | 

True, As boldly as when Honots calls. 

C-n. My Lotd, there was taken among your Bro- 
ther's jovial Crew, his Friend Subtlemav, whom we 
have taken care to ſecure. __ 

_ EFF. For him the Pillory; for you, Madam —— 
| | _ [To Midcight. 
: op Be me Shoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſhte 
i ter, | 
_ E. W. For you, Brother !—— 
' Y, W, Poverty and Contempt—— 


To auhich I yield as to a milder Fate, | 
Than Obligations from the Man 1 hate, [Exit, 


F. 7. Then take thy Wiſh 


And now, I hope, 


all Parties have recciy'd their due Rewards and Puniſh - 
Inents, | 


Hs Tea. 
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Tea, But what will you do for poor Teague, Maiſh. 
ter ? Ti Ns RD, 

E. W. What ſhall I do for thee? _ . 

Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear Joy, 

E. I. Juſtice of Peace ! thou art not qualify'd, Man, 
Tea. Yeſt, fet am 1 I can take the Oats, and 
write my Mark——T can be an honeſht Man myſhelf, 
and keep a great Rogue for my Clerk. - 

E. WY. Well, well, you ſhall be taken Care of; and 
now, Captain, we ſet out for Happineſs—— 


Let none deſpair whatt'er their Fortuncs be, 
Fortune muſt yield, ww0u'd Men but att like me. 
Chuſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breafl,} 
Be aftive when your Right is in Conteſl; © | 
Be true to Love, and Fate will do the reſt. 
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rILOGUE 


Spoken by Mrs. HOOK. 


5 But now weak Woman tis his ſafeſt Caſt, 
To bring him eff with Quarter at the laſt : 
Net that he's wain to think, that I can jay, - 
Or he can write fine Things to help the Play. 
The warious Scenes have drain'd his Strength and Art; 
And 1, you know, had a hard firuggling Part : 
But then he brought me off with Life and Limb 
Ab ! Wou'd that I cou'd do as much for him—— 
Stay, let me think——your Favours 10 excite, 
1 till muſt a# the Part I play'd to-night. 
Fer what/o&er may be your fly Pretence, 
You like thoſe beſt that make the beſt Defence : 
But this is needleſs Tis in vain to crave it, 
If you have damn'd the Play, no Power can ſave it ; 
Not all the Wits of Athens, and of Rome ; 
Not Shakeſpear, Johnſon, coud revoke its Doom: : 
Nay, what is more if once your Anger reuſes, 
Not all the courted Beauties of beth Houſes. | 
He wwou'd have ended here, —but 1 thought meet, 
To tell him there was left one Jafe Retreat, 
Prote&ion ſacred at the Ladies Feet, 


\ UR Poet open'd with + bud <ourbile Blaſt, | 
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To that he anſwer'd in ſubmiſſive Strain, 

He paid all Homage to this Female Reign, | 
And. thevefere turn'd: his Satyr *gainſt- the Men. 
| From your great Queen, this ſovereign Right ye araw, 
To keep the Wits, as ſhe the Warld, in Awe. | 


Such awful Splendor fits on every Brow, 


To her bright Sceptre, your bright Eyes they bow | | 


A!I Scandal on the Sex were Treaſon now. 
T he Play canitell with what poetick Care, 
| He labour'd to redreſs the injur'd Fair, 


And if you won't proted?, the Man will damn 
Then ſave the Mu/e that flies to you for Aid; 
Perhaps my poor Requeſt may ſome perſuadt,, 
Becauye it ts the firſt 1 ever made: 


him _ 
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TL TAIT TE IAN DIAS Dh 
| TO ALL 
Friends round the HY/7rekim. 


My Lords and Gentlemen, 


Nſtead of the mercenary ExpeQations that attend 
Addreſies of this Nature, I humbly beg that this 
may be receiv'd as an chan aa IN tor the Fa- 
vours you have already conferr'd: I have tranſgreſied 
the Rules of Dedication, in offering you any thing in 
that Style, without firſt aſking your Leave: But the 
Entertainment I found in Shrep/hire, commands me to 
be grateful, and that's all I intend. | 

"Twas my good Fortune to be order'd ſome time 
ago into the Place which 1s made the Scene of this 
Comedy ; I was a perfect Stranger to every thing in 
Salop, but its Character of Loyalty, the Number of its 
Inhabitants, the Alacrity of the Gentlemen in Recruit- 
ing the Army, with their generous and tofpitable Re- 
ception of Strangers. 

This CharaQter I found ſo amply verified in every 
Particular, that you made Recruiting, which is the 
greateſt Fatigue upon Earth to others, to be the great- 
e{t Pleaſure 1n the World to me. 

The Kingdom cannot ſhew better Bodies of Men, 
better Inclinations for the Service, more Generoſity, 
more good Underſtanding, nor more Politeneſs, than 
is to be found at the Foot of the Wrekin. 

Some little Turns of Humour that I met with al- 
moſt within the .Shade of that famous Hill, gave the 
Riſe to this Comedy; and People were TE———y 
3 ©. it, 


| > 29> As WI 
ER ee eo——_—_—_——_—_—__ 
o 
. 


Dos \ 
, 
* 


Sh, 7 be Exife Dilicatory. F 
that, by as Example of ſome others, I mould make 


_ _ the Town, merry at the Expence.ob the Cauntry-Gen- 


. But they forgot that I was to write a Come 


op not, a Libel; 3 and that whilſt I held to Nature, 


no Perſon, of any Character .in your Country could 
ſuffer by being expos'd. 1 have drawn the Juſtice 
and the Clown in their Puris Naturalibus ; the one 
an. apprehenſive, ſftundy, brave Blockhead ; and the 


| Other a worthy, honeſt, generous Gentleman, hearty 


in his Country's Cauſe, and of as good an Under- 
ſtanding as I could give him, which I muſt confeſs is 
far ſhort of his own. 

L humbly beg leave to interline a Word: or two of 
the Adventures of the Recruzting Offcer upon the Stage. 
Mr. Rich, who commands the Company. for which 
thoſe Recruits were rais'd, has defir'd me to acquit 
him before the World of a Charge which He thinks 


hes heavy upon hum, for Omg this Play: on Mr. Dur- 
© s third INipht.. 


Be it known unto all Men, by theſe Preſents T hat it 


_ was my AF and Deed, or rather Mr. Durf:y's ; for le 


<vou'd play his third Night againft the firſt of 'mane, 
He brought down a huge 7light of frightful Birds 
upon me; when (Heaven know Ss) I had'not a feather'd 
Fowl ia my Play, except one fingle Kite : But I pre- 


' ſently made Plume a Bird, beczule of his Name, and 


Brazen another, becauſe of the Feather in his Hat; 
and with theie three I engag”d' his whole Empure, 


_ which I think was as great a Yeoraer as any in the 


Sun. 


But to anſwer his Complaints more gravely, the 
Seaſon was far advanc'd ; - the Officers that made the 
greateſt Figures in my Play were all commanded to 
their Poſts abroad, and waited only for a Wind, which 
might poſſibly turn in leſs than a Day : And I know 
none of Ir. Durf7y's: Birds that had Pofts abroad but 
his Weedcecks, and their Seaſon is over ; fo that he 
might put off a Day with leſs Prejudice than the Re- 
cruiting of cer cou'd; who has this farther to ſay for 


kimſelf,. 
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himſelf, that he was poſted before the other ſpoke, 
' and could not with credit recede from his Station. 

- Theſe and ſome other Rabs- this Comedy met with 
before it -appear'd; / But -on'theiother hand, it had 
powerful Helps to ſet it forward: The Duke of Or- 
mond yr ig, vx the Author, and the Earl of Orrerp 
approv'd the Play, My Recruits were review'd by my 
General and my Colonel, and could not fail to paſs 
Mufter ; and ſtill to add to my Succeſs, they were 
rais'd among my Friends round the Wrekin, 

This Health has the Advantage over our other ce- 
lebrated 'Toaſts, never to grow worſe for the Wearing ; 
'Tis a laſting Beauty, old without Age, and common 
without Scandal, That you may live long to ſet it 
chearfully round, and to enjoy the abundant Pleaſores 
of your Gr and plentiful Country, is the hearty Wiſh 


< by My Lords and Gentlemen, 
Your moſt Obliged, 
nll mot obedient Servant. 


G. F ARQUHAR, 


THE 


PROLOGUE. 


N ancient Times arhen Hellen's fatal Charms 
Renz'd the contending Univerſe to Arms, 
The Grecian Council happily defutes 
The /ly Ulyſſes forth——to'rHiſe Recruits. 
The ar!ful Captain found, without Delay, 
Where Great Achilles, a Deſerter, lay. 
Him Fate hed warn'd to ſhun the Trojan Blows : 
Elim Greece requir'd againſt their Trojan Foes. 
il their recruiting Arts were needful here, 
To raiſe this great, this tim'rous Volunteer. 


Ulyſſes wv-/l could talk — he flirs, he warms 

T te wwarlike Youth=—— He liflens ta the Charms 
Of Plunders, fine lac'd Coats, and glitfring Arms, 
Ulyiles caught the young a'piring Boy, 

And lifted him auho wreught the Fate of Troy. 
Thus by Recruiting was bold HeEor ſlain : 
Recruiting thus fair Hellen did regain. 

If for one Hellen ſuch prodigious Things 


Were add, that they even lifled Kings ; 


If fer one Hellen's artful, vicious Charms, 
Half the trarſpirted World was found in Arms ; _ 
What 


PROLOGUE. 
What for ſa many Hellens may we dare, 


Whoſe Minds as well as Faces are fo fair ? 


If by one Hellen's Eyes, Old Greece cou'd find 
1; Homer fir'd to wwrite, ev'n Homer bind ; 
The Britons ſure beyond compare may write, 
That view ſ6 many Hellens ex'ry Nig/t. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
Mr. Ballance,Y © © - (Mr. Ree. 
Mr. Scale, Three Juſtices, Mr. Philips, 
Mr, Seruple, Mr, Kent, 
Mr, Worthy, a Gentleman of Shrop/oire, Mr. Williams, 


Capt. Plume, I Two Recruiting F Mr. Wilks. 
Capt. Brazen, Officers, I Mr. Cibber: 


Kite, Serjeant to P/ume. Mr. Eftcourt. 
Bulleck, a Country Clown. Mr. Bulleck, 


Cofhar Pear-main, ww... Mr. Norris. 
Tho. Apple-Tree, {Two Res, Mr. Fairbank, 


Melinda, a Lady of Fortue, Mrs. Rogers, 


Sylvia, Daughter to Ballance, } 11. 01 
in love with Plume. : F = Mrs: Olficld, 


Lucy, Melinda's Maid. | Mrs, Sapsford. 
Roſe, a Country Wench, Mrs, Mountfort. 


Conſlable, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendants. 
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| SCENE, The Market-Place —— Drum 
beats the Granadeer- March. 


Enter $ icant Kite, follow'd by Thomas A o-Tiesy | 
7 Coftar _ Ef the Mob. FE 


Kite making Y OL A 


F any Gentlemen Soldiers, 
a Speech & 


VG or others, have a mind wo 
ſerve her Majeſty, and pull 
FE down the French Bing: * If 
i > any Prentices have ſevere 


cance <= IP Maſters, any Children have 
undutiful > arr If any Servants have two little 


Wages, or any Huſband too much Wife: Let 
them repair to the noble Serjeant X7ze, at the Sign 
of the Raven, in this good Town of Shreauyſbury, 
and they ſhall receive preſent Relief and Enter- 
tINMENt ——o— » Gentlemen, I don't beat my 
Drums here to inſnare or inveigte- any Man, for you 


maſt 


_ Woe "IEEE R$ IIS ro = og mrs open. 
—— 


ſee it 


mind to lift, why. ſo 
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muſt know Gentlemen, that I am a Man of Honour: 

Beſides, I don't beat up for common Soldiers ; no, [ 
Jiſt only Granadeers, Granadeers, Gentlemen — Pray, 
Gentlemen, obſerye this Cap —— This is the Cap of 


Honour, it dubs a Man a Gentleman in the drawing of 


a Tricker ;-and he that has the good -Fortune to be 
born fix Foot high, was born to be a great Man— 
Sir, will you give Ine leave to try this'Cap upon yotr 
Head ? 

Cot. Is there no harm in't? Won't the Cap liſt me? 

Kee, No, no, no more than I can—Come, let me 
ſee how it becomes you. 

Cf. Are you ſure there be no Conjuration | in of 
No Gunpowder Plot upon me ? 

Kite, No, no, Friend ; don't fear, Man. 

Co/?. My Mind miſgives me plaguily Let me 
(Going to .put -it on) It ſmells woundily of 
Sweat and Primſtone. Smell Tummas, 

Tho, Ay, wauns does It. | 

Cot. Pray, nn, what Writing 1 is this upon the 
Face of it ? 

Kite, The Crown, or the Bed of Honour, 

Cot. Pray now, what may be that ſame Bed of 
Honour ? 


Kite. O! mighty large Bed !. bigger by half than 


the great Bed at Vare———ten thouſand People may 


lie in it together, and never feel one another. 

Coft. My Wife and I wou'd do well to lie in't, for 
we don't care for feeling one another — But do Folk 
lloep ſoucd in this ſame. Bed of Honour. 

| Kite. Sound ?. Ay, ſo ſound "ay they never 'wake, 

Cf. Wauns!, I wiſh again that. my Wife lay there. 

lg , Say you o ! Then, I find, Brother —= 

C ft. Brother) Hold there Friend ;'I am'vo Kin- 
dred to you. that I know of yet—— Look'e, Serjeant, 
n0 Coaxing, no Wheedling, d'ye fee——IfTI have a 
If not, why 'tis not ſo — 
therefore take your Cap and your. Brotherſhip back a- 
gain, for I am nat dilpoſed at; this <> tas. H7 
No Conxing, no Brothering me,iF atths..: _ 
He, 
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| Kite. I coax! T wheedle! Pm above it ! Sir, I have 
ſery'd twenty Campaigns ———PDT2o—But, Sir, you tal! 
well, and I muſt own that you are a Man every Inch 
of you, a pretty young ſprightly Fellow——1 love a 
Fellow with a Spuit; 'but I ſcorn to coax, tis baſe : 
Tho? I muſt fay, that never in my Life have I ſeen a 
Man better built! how firm and ſtrong he treads ! He 
ſteps like a Caſtle ; but-I ſcorn to wheedle any Mah 
—Come, honeſt Lad, will you take Share of a Pot? 

oft. Ny! for that Matter, I'll ſpend my Penny 

with the beſt he that wears a Head, that is, begging 
your Pardon, Sir, and in a fair Way. _ 

Kite.' Grve me your Hand then; and now Gentle- 
men, I have no more to ſay, but this——Here's a 
Purſe of Gold, and there 1s a Tub of humming Ale 
at my Quarters "Tis the Queen's Money, and the 
Queen's Drink—She's a generous Queen, and loves 
her Subje&ts—I hope, Gentlemen, you won't refuſe 
the Queen's Health ? 

All Msb. No, no, no. Tn : 

Kite. Hazza then! huzza for the Queen, and the 
Honour of Shropfhire, 

All Mob. Huzza ! | 


Kite. Beat Drum. [ Exeunt Shouting, Drum beating 
a Granadter's March. | Mo 


Enter Plume in a Riding Hat. | 

Plume. By the Granadeer March that ſhou'd be my 
Drum ; and by that Shout, it ſhou'd beat with Succeſs 
 —Let me ſee—PFour a Clock—{[Leceking on his Watch. 
At Ten Yeſterday Morning I left London A 
hundred and twenty Miles in thirty Hours is pretty 
imart Riding, but nothing to the Fatigue of Recruiting. 
SI Ou  Fter Kite. I CY Tn 

Kite. Welcome to Shrew/bury, noble Captain: From 
the Banks | of the Danube to the Severn Side, noble 
Captain, you're welcome. | 

Plume. A very elegant Reception indeed, Mr. Kite. 
1 find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting Strain: 
—y what Scene NNN js 
ON Kite, 
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Kite. I have been here a Week, and I have recruit. 
_ ed Five! 
' Plume. Five! Pray what are they ? 

Kite, I have lifted the ſtrong Man of Kent, the King 
of the Gypfies, a Scotch Pedlar, a Scoundrel Attorney, | 
and a Welch Parſon. 

Plume. An Attorney ! Wert thou mad? Liſt a Lay. 
yer ! Diſcharge him, diſcharge him this Minute, 

Kite, Why, Sir? 

Plume. Becauſe I will have no body in my Company 
_ that can write ; a Fellow that can write, can draw Pe. 
titions—I ſay this Minute diſcharge him. 

Kite. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 

Plume. Can he write ? 

Kite, Hum! He plays rarely upon the Fiddle. 
Plume. Keep him by all means—But how ſtands the 
Country affeted ? Were the People pleas'd. with the 
News of my coming to Town ? 

Kite. Sir, the Mob are fo pleas'd with your Ho- 
nour, and the Juſtices and better Sort of People are {6 
delighted with me, that we ſhall ſoon do your Buſineſs 
| But, Sir, you have got a Recruit here that 

you little think of. 

Plume. Who ? 

Kite. One that you beat up for the laſt time you 
were in the Country : You remember your old Frierd 
Molly at the Caſtle ? 

Plume. She's not with Child, I hope. 

Kite, No, no, Sivi ſhe was brought to bed 
Yeſterday. | 

Plume. Kite, you. muſt father the Child, 

Kite. And ſo her Friends will oblige me to marry 
the Mother. 

Plume. Tf they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us ; ſhe 
can waſh you know, and make a Bed upon occaſion. 

Kite, Ay, or unmake it upon occaſion, But your 
Honour knows that I am marry'd already. 

Plume. To how many ? | | 

Kite. T can't tell readily — I have ſet them down 
here upon the back of the Myſter-Roll, [Dram it 


out, 
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out.] Let me ſee, Imprimis, Mrs. Shely Snikereyes, 
| ſhe ſells Potatoes upon Ormond-Key in Dublin — Pe 
Guzzle, the Brandy Woman, at - the Horle-Glumre at 
White-Hall—Dolly Woggon, the Carrier's Daughter 
at Hull—Madamoilelle YVan-boitom-flat at the Bu/--- 
Then Jenny Oakham, the Ship Carpenter's Widow, at 
Portſmouth ; but I'don't reckon upon her, for ſhe was 
married -at:the ſame 'Time to two Lieutenants of Ma- 
rines, and a Man of War's Boatſwain. 
_ Plume. A tall Company You have nam'd five— 
Come, make 'em half a dozen ;——£&7te—is the Child 
a Boy-or a Gurl? _ | 

Kite. A Chopping Boy, | 
| Plume. 'Then ſet the Mother down in your Lift, and 
the Boy in mine : Enter him a Granadeer by the Name 
of Francis Kite, abſent upon Furlow — I'll allow you 
a Man's Pay for his Subfiſtence, -and now go comfort 
the Wench in the Straw. 

Kite. I ſhall, Sir. | | | 
_ +Plume. But hold, have you made any uſe of your 
German Do&tor's Habit ſince you arriv'd? 

Kite. Yes, yes, Sir, and my Fame's all about the 


Country for the moſt faithful Fortune-teller that ever 


told a Lie I was oblig'd to let my Landlord -in- 
to the Secret, for the Convenience of keeping it ſo ; 
but he's an honeſt Fellow, and will be faithful to any 
Roguery that is truſted to him. This Device, Sir, wif 
get you Men, and me Money, which, I think, is 
all we want at preſent But yonder comes your 
Friend Mr. Worthy — Has your Honour any farther 
Commands? _ | | + 
Plume. None at preſent. [ Exe. Kite.] 'Tis indeed 
the Pifture of Worthy, but the Life's departed. 


| Enter Worthy. w 
What, Arms a-croſs, Worthy ! Methinks you ſhould 

| hold 'em open, when a Friend's ſo near — The Man 
Has got the Vapours in his Ears, I believe ; I muſt ex- 
pel this melancholy Spirit. | 


Vor, II. I Spleen, 
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Spletn, thou worſt of Fiends below, 
Fly, 1 copies thee, ty this Mogick Blow. 
[Slaps Worthy on the Shoulder, 

Wor. Plume ! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and 
ſound return'd ! 

Plume. I *\cap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound, 1 
hope, from London ; you ſee I have oſt neither Leg, 
Arm, nor Noſe : Then for my Inſide, 'tis neither trou- 
bled with Sympathies nor Antipathies ; and I have an 
excellent Siomach for Roaſt-Beef. 

Yor. Thou art a happy Fellow, once I was ſo, 

Plume. What ails the, Man ? No Inundations nor 
Farthquakes in //alcs, I hope ? Has your Father roſz 
row the Dead, and re-allum'd his Eſtate ? 

"or. No. 

bai 'Then you are marry'd ſurely. 

Wor. No. ” 

Plume. Then you are mad, or turning Quaker. 

Hor. Come, I muſt out with it Your once pay, 
roving Friend, is dwindled into an obſequious thought- 
ful, h ERIO conſtant Coxcomb. 

Plume. And pray what is all this for? 

Wor, For a Woman. 

_ Pl»me. Give me thy Hand: If thou go to that, be- 
hold nie as obſequious, as th Rom and accountants 
Coxcomb as your Worſhip, 

Wor, For whom? 

Plume, For a Regiment But for a Woman! 
'Sdeath ! I have been conlaant to fifteen at a time, but 
never melanchuly for one. and can the Love of one 
bring you into this Condition ? Pray, who 1s this won- 
derful be crien! 

1". A Helm indecd, not tobe won under a ten 
Years Sieve, as yieat a Beauty and as great a Jilt. 

Plume. A Jilc! Pho! Is ſhe as great a. Whore ? 

Jp 97, No, no. 

P]uuc. "Tis ten thouſand pities : But who is ſhe? Do 
I R_ her ? 

Wor. Very well. 
3 Plant, 
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Plume. That impoſſible — I: know no Woman 
that will hold out a ten Year's Siege. 

Wor. What think ye of Melinda ? 

Plume, Melinda } Why ſhe began to Capitulate this 
time Twelve-month, and offered to Surrender upon 
honourable Terms ; and I advis'd you to propoſe a'Set- 
tlenent of five hundred Pounds a Year to her, before I 

went Jaſt abroad. 

Wor, IT did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, devring only 
| one Week to conſider—When, beyond her Hopes, 

the Town was reliev'd, and I forc'd to turn my Siege 
into a Blockade. | 

Plume. Explain, explain. 

War. My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintſhire "og 
ard leaves her, at this critical Time, twenty thoufand 
Pounds. 

Plume. Oh the Devil ! What a delicate Woman was 
there ſpoil'd! But by the Rules of War now 
Worthy, Blockade was fooliſh After ſuch a Convoy 
of Proviſions was enter'd the Placc, you could have no 
thought of reducing it by Famine ; you ſhould have 
redoubled your Attacks, taken the Town by Storm, 

or have dy'd upon the Breach. 

Yor. I did make one general Aſſault, and puſh'd it 
with all my Forces ; but I was ſo vigorouſly repuls'd, 
that deſpairing of ever p3iaing her for a Miftreſs, I 
have alter'd my ConduCt, given my Addreſies the 
obicquious and diſtant Turn, and court her noy! for a 
Wite. 

Plume. SO as you g grew Obſequious, ſhe grew Haugh- 


ty; and becauſe you approach' d her as a Goddeſs, my 
us'd you like a Dog. | 


I,T-r, ExaQtly. 

Plume. Tis the way of 'em all. Come, Waor- 
thy, your obſequious and diſtant Airs will never bring 
you together; you mult not think to ſurmount her 
Pride by your Humility : Won'd you bring her to bet- 
ter Thoughts of you, the muſt be reduc'd to a meaner 
Opinion of herſelf. Let me fee, the very firſt thing 
that I would ſhould be to lie with her Chamber- 

i maid, 
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maid, and hire three or four Wenches in the Neiph. 
bourhood to report that I had got them with Child 
—— — — Suppoſe we Lampoon'd all the pretty Women 
in Town, and .left her out ; or, what if we made a 
'Ball, and forgot to invite Her with one or two of the 
Uglieſt. 

I/or. Theſe wou'd be Mortifications, T muſt confek; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe, dull Place, that we can 
have no Balls, no Lampoons, no — 

Plume. What ! no Baſtards! and ſo many Recruit. 
Ing Officers in 'Town! I thought 'twas a Maxim a. 
mong them, to leave as many Recruits in the Country 
as they carry'd out. | | 

- Vox. No body doubts your good Will, noble Captain, 
in ſerving your Country with your beſt Blood, witnefs 
our Friend Me/ly at the Caſtle; there have been Tears 
in Town about that Buſineſs, Captain, | 

H£lume. I hope Sylvia has not heard of it. 

Yor. O, Sir, have you thought of her? I began to 

Fancy you had forgot poor.Sy/2414. 
Plume. Your Aﬀairs had quite put mine,out of my 
| Head. *Tis true, Sy/via and I had once agreed to go 
to Bed together, cou'd we have adjuſted Preliminaries; 
Hut ſhe wou'd have the Wedding before Conſumma- 
tion, as I was for Conſummation before the Wed- 
_ Qing ; we cou'd not agree. She was a pert, obſtinate 
Fool, and wou'd loſe her Maidenhead her own way, 
ſo ſhe may keep it for P/ume. | 

Yor. But do you intend to marry upon no other 
Conditions? | | 
Plume. Your Pardon, Sir, I'll marry upon no Con- 
<Jition at all, If I ſhou'd, I am reſolv'd never to 
bind myſelf to a Woman for my whole Life, till I 
know whether I ſhall like her Company for half an 
Hour. Suppoſe 1 marry'd a Woman that wanted 2 
Leg juch a thing might be, unleſs I examin'd 
| the Goods before-hand if People wou'd but try 
ane another's Conſtitutions before they engag'd, it 
would prevent all theſe Elopements, Divorces, and the 
Devil knows what. | 


2 Wir, | 
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Wir. Nay, for that matter, the Town did not ſtick 
to ſay, that——— | CE 

Plume. I hate Country-Towns for that Reaſon——— 
if your Town has a diſhonourable 'Thought of Sy/via,. 
it deſerves to be burnt to the Ground—T love Sylvia, 
I admire her frank, generous Diſpoſition—— There's 
ſomething in that Girl more than Woman, her Sex is 
but a Foil to her. 'The Ingratitude, Diffimulation, 
Envy, Pride, Avarice, and Vanity of her Siſter Females, 
do-but ſet off their Contraries in her — In ſhort, were 
Tonce a General, I wou'd marry her. 

Wor. Faith, you have Reaſon — for were you but 
a Corporal, ſhe wou'd marry you—-- But my Melinda 
_ coquets it with every Fellow ſhe ſees ———— PI! lay 
Fifty Pound ſhe makes Love to you. 

Plume. F1l lay you a Hundred that I return it, if ſhe 
does — Look'e, Worthy, I'll Win her, and give her to: 
you afterwards. 

Wor. If you Win her, you ſhall Wear her, Faith; I 
wou'd not value the Conqueſt, without the Credit of 
_ the Victory. ; CLE abs hg SOON 


Enter Kite: 

Kite. Captain, Captain, a Word in your Ear. 
Plume, You may ſpeak out, here are none but- 
Friends; ng | 

Kite. You know, Sir, that you ſent me to comfort” 
the good Woman in the Straw, Mrs. Mz/!y my- 
Wife, Mr. Worthy, 

Wor, O ho! very well, I wiſh you Joy, Mr. Ke. . 

Kite. Your Worſhip very well may——for I have 

ot both a Wife and Child in half an Hour But as 

was ſaying — You ſent me to comfort Mrs. Mz!/ly 
my Wife I mean ——— But whatd'ye think, 
Sir ? She was better comforted before I came. 

Plume. As how ! | | | 

Kite. Why, Sir, a Footman in a blue Livery had 
brought her ten Guineas to buy her Baby Clothes. 


Plume, Who, in the Name of Wonder cou'd-ſertd. 
them ? | | 


0:3; Rittn 
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Kite. Nay, Sir, I muſt whiſper that —— Mrs. $,}. 
Via. <  [Phifen, 

Plume. Sylvia! Generous Creature ! 

War. Sylvia ? Impoſlible ! 

Kite. Here are the Guineas, Sir. I took the 
Gold as Part of my Wife's Portion. Nay, farther, Sir, 
ſhe ſent Word the Child ſhould be taken all imaginable 
care of, and that ſhe intended to ſtand -Godmother, 
The ſame Footman, as I was coming to you with this 
News, call'd after me, and told me, that his Lady 

wou'd ſpeak with me————T went, and upon hearing 
that you were come to Town, ſhe gave me half a 
Guinea for the News ; and order'd me to tell you, that 
Juſtice Ba/larce, her Father, who is juſt come out of 
the Country, would be glad to ſee you, 

_ Plume. There's a Girl for you, Worthy——Is there 
any thing of Woman in this ? No, *tis noble, gene- 
\ Tous, manly Friendſhip ; ſhe ine another Woman that 
vw ou'd loſe an lach of her Prerogative that way, with- 
out "Tears, Fits and Reproaches. The common Jealou- 
fy of her Sex, which 1s nothing but their Avarice of 
Pleaſure, ſhe deſpiſes ; and can part with the Lover, 
tho” ſhe dies for the Man —— Come, Worthy- 
Where's the belt Wine? For there 1']l quarter. 

War. Horton has a freſh Pipe of choice Barcelona, 
Which I wou'd not let him pierce before, becauſe I 
reſerv'd the Maidenhead of it for your Welcome to 
'Town. | x 
Plume, Let's away then Mr. Kite, go to the 
Lady with my humble Service, and tell her, I ſhall 
only refreſh a little, and wait upon her. h 

Wor. Hold, Kite, — have you ſeen the other Re- 
cruiting Captain ? = 
Kite. No, Sir, I'd have you to know I don't keep 
ſuch Company. wm | | 
Plume. Another! Who is he? 
War. My Rival in the firſt place, and the moſt un- 
accountable Fellow but I'll tell you more as 
Wwe 0, | [Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE, 4 Apartment. 


Melinda and Sylvia meeting. | 

Me). Welcome to Town, Confin Sy/wvia, [Sa/ute.] I 
envy'd you your Retreat 1= the Country : for Shrew/- 
bury, methinks, and all your Heads of Shires, are the 
moſt irregular Places for living ; here we have Smoak, 
Noiſe, Scandal, Aﬀectation, and Pretenfion ; in ſhort, 
every thing to give the Spleen — and nothing to gi 
vert it—then the Air is intolerable. 

©). O Madain ! I have heard the Town commended 
for its Air, 

M-1. But you don't conſider, Sy/4ia, how long I have 
lived in't! for I can aſſure you, that to a Lady, the 
leaſt nice in her Conſtitution no Air can be good 
above half a Year. Change of Air, 1 take to be the 
moſt agreeable of any Variety in Life. 

9zl. As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral | 


- ſorts of Airs. 


Mel.” Pſhaw ! I talk only of the Air we breathe, or 
more properly of that we taſte ——— Have not you, 
Sylvia, found a vaſt difference in the Taſte of Airs ? 

S3/. pray, Couſin, are not Vapours a fort of Air? 
taſte Air ! you might as well tell me, I may feed ”= 


_ Air: But prithee, my dear Me/inda, don't put on ſuch 


an Air to me. Your Education and mine were juſt 
the ſame; and I remember the time when we never 
troubled our Heads about Air, but when the ſharp Air 
from the J/:{4 Mountains made our Fingers ake in a 
cold Morning at the Boarding-School. 

M:1. Our Education, Couſin, was the ſame, but our 
Temperaments had nothing alike ; you have the Con- 


\ Ntitution of an Horſe, 


S3/. So far as to be troubled with neither Spleen, 


| Cholick, nor Vapours ; I need no Salts for my Sto- 


mach, no Harts-horn for my Head, nor Waſh for 
my Complexion, I can gallop all the Morning after 


the Hunting-horn, and all the Evering after a Fid- 


dle, In ſhort, 1 can do every thing with my Father, 
I 4 but 
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but drink; and ſhoot flying ; and I'm ſure I can dg 
_ every thing my Mother cou'd, were I put to the Trial, 

Me}. You are in a fair way of being put to't ; for I 
am told your Captain is come 'Fown. | 

S31. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and I'll take Care he 
ſha n't go without a Companion. 

Mel. You are certainly mad, Couſin. 

Sl, ————— 2d there's a Pleaſure ſure 

In being med, which none but Madmen know. 

Me/. Thou poor Romantick 2uixot /! Haſt thong 
the Varity to imagine, that a young ſprightly Officer, 
that rambles o'cr half the Globe in half a Year, can 
confine his Thoughts to the little Daughter of a Coun- 
try Juſtice, in an obſcure Part of the World? 

y/. Pſha!! what care I for his Thoughts ; I ſhou'd 
not like a Man with confin'd Thoughts, it ſhews a 
Narrowneſs of Soul. Conftaney is but a dull ſleepy 
Quality at beſt, they will hardly admit it among the 
- manly Virtnes ; nor do [think it deſerves a place with 
Bravery, Knowledge, Policy, Juſtice, and ſome other 
Qualities that are proper to that noble Sex. In ſhort, 
Mclinda, I think a Petticoat a mighty ſimple Thing, 
and I am heartily tir'd of my Sex. 

M:/. That is, you are tir'd of an Appendix to our 
Sex, that you can't ſo handſomely get rid of in Petti- 
coats, as if you were in Breeches O' my Conlct- 
ence, S;/via, hadſt thou been a Man, thou hadſt been 
the greateſt Rake in Chniſtendom. 

$31. I ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the World, 
Which a Man can never do thoroughly, without half a 
hundred Friendſhips, and as many Amours ; but now 
I think on't, how ftands your Aﬀair with Mr. Forth; 7 
Mel. He's my Averſion. 
Sy!. Vapours! 
Mel. What do you ſay, Madam ? 

Syl. 1 ſay, that you ſhould not uſe that honeſt Fellow _ 
ſo ivhumanly. He's a Gentleman of Parts and Fortune : 
and beſides that, he's my Plume's Friend, and by all 
that's ſacred, it you don't uſe him better, I ſhall expect 
Satisfaction, | | Mt 
LE 


Mel. Satisfation ! you began to: fancy yourſelf in 
Breeches in good-earneſt 
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But to be plain with / 


you, 1 like Yorthy the worſe for 'being ſo intimate 
with your Captain, for I take him to be a looſe, idle © 


unmannerly Coxcomb. 


Sy/. O, Madam ! you never faw him, perhaps, ſinte - 
you were Miſtreſs of twenty thouſand Pound ; you only - 
knew him when you were' capitulating with Worthy . 


for a Settlement, which perhaps might encourage him 
to be a little looſe, and unmannerly with you. - 
Mel. What do you mean, Madam ? : 


£ . 


. $1, My Meaning needs no Interpretation, Madam. - 


Mel. Better it had, Madam z for methinks you are 
too plain. eds | 


"4 . 
*— 


Sy/. If you mean the Plainneſs of my Perſon, Ithinke - 


your Ladyſhip's as plain as me to the full. 


Me]. Were I ſare of that, T wou'd be glad to take -: 


up with a Rakehelly Officer as you do. - 
Houſe. 


Mel. And if you had kept in your's, I fhou'd have -- 


excus'd you. | 


_ $1. Don't be troubled, Madam, I ſhan't defire to - 


have my Viſit -return'd. 


$y/. Again ! Look'e, Madam, you're in your own - 


Mel. The ſooner therefore you make an End of this, 


the better. 


S;1. I am eaſily perſuaded to follow my Inclinations, 


and ſo, Madam, your humble Seryanr. . [ Exit. 
Me]. Saucy thing !_ | 


dgE Enter Lucy.' 
Luc. What's the Matter, Madam ? 


Mz!, Did you not ſee the proud Nothing, how ſh& - 


ſwell'd -upon the- Arrival o' her Fellow. . 


Luc. Her Fellow has not been long:enough arriv'd - 


to occaſion any great Swelling, Madam ; Ii don't be- 
lieve ſhe has ſeen him yet. 

Mel. Nor ſhan't if I can help it—— Let me ſee —- 
I have it Bring me Pen and Ink —— hold, I'll 


£0 write in my Cloſet. | | 
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Zac. An Anſwer to this Letter, I hope, Madan? 


<p [Preſents & Litter 
Mi. Who fant it ?/ . 
Luc. Your Captain, Madam. 
Mel. He's a ool, and I'm tir'd of him, ſend it back 
. unopen'd, . 
| Lue. The Meſſenger" s gone, Madam. 
Mel, Then bow ſhou'd I ſend an Anſwer ? Call hin 
| back immediaely, while I go write. [Exeunt, 


The End of the firft ACT. 
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"TC 
SCENE, 4 Apartment, 
Emter Tuſtice Ballance and Plume. 


Ball | Ook' e, Captain, give us but Blood ſor our 

Money, and.you ſhan't want Men. I re 
"p__ that for ſome Years of the laſt War, we had 
.no Blood, no Wounds, but in the Officers Mouths ; no- 
thing for our Millions but News-Papers not worth a 
Reading — Our Army did nothing but play at Priſor- 
_ Baſe, and hide and ſeek with the Enemy ; but now ye 
have brought us Colours, and Standards, and Priſo- 
ners—Ad's my Life, Captain, get us but another Mar- 
ſhal of France, and I'll go myſelf for a Soldier ——— 

Plume. Pray, Mr. Ballance, how does your fair 
Daughter ? 

Ball. Ah, Captain ? what is my Daughter to a Mar- 
ſhal of France ! We're upon a nobler Subject, I want to 
have a particular Deſcription of the Battle of Hock/r. 

Plume. The Battle, Sir, was a very pretty Battle 
as any one ſhou'd deſire to ſee, but we were all ſo 
intent upon Vittory, that we never minded the Bat- 
tle : All that 1 know of the Mayer, is, our General 

__ com- 
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commanded us to beat 'the French, and we did ſo; 
and if he pleaſes but to ſay the Word, we'll do it agen. 
Bat priy, Sir, how does Mrs. Sylvia ? 

Bul/. Stiil upon Sylvia! For ſhame, Captain, you 
are engag'd already, wedded to the War; Victory is 
' your Miltreſs, and *tis below a Soldier to think of any 
other. | 

Plume. As a Miſtreſs, I confeſs ; but as a Friend, 
Mr. Ballance | | | 

B1/. Come, come, Captain, never mince the Mat- 
ter, wou'd not you debauch my Daughter, if you 
cou'd ? | ; 

P/ume. How, Sir | I hope ſhe's not to be debauch'd. 
Ball. Faith, but ſhe is, Sir; and any Woman m 

England of her Age and Complexion, by a Man of 
your Youth and Vigour, Look'e, Captain, once L 
was young, and once an Officer as you are; and I 
. can gueſs at your Thoughts now, by what mine were 
then; and I remember very well, that I wou'd have 
given one of my Legs to have deluded the Daughter 
of an old Country Gentleman, as like me as I was then 
lixe you. | 441 

Plume. But, Sir, was that Country Gentleman your 
. Friend and Benefactor ? 

Ba'l. Not much of that. | 
Plume. "There the Compariſon breaks : the Favours, 
Sir, that | : 

Ball. Pho, pho, I hate ſet Speeches; if I have done 
you any Service, Captain, 'twas to pleaſe myſclf; I love 
thee, and if I could part wich my Girl, you ſhow'd 
have her as ſoon as any young Fellow I know : But I 
hope you have more Honour than to quit the Service, 
and ſhe more Prudence than to follow the Camp ; but 
ſhe's at her own Diſpoſal, ſhe hgz fiftecen hundred 
Pound in her Pocket, and ſo—Sj/d.s, Sylvia. [ Calls. 


NEE;  Ented Sylvia. 
$;]. There are ſome Letters, Sir, come:by the Poſt 
from Londen, 1 left them upon the Table in your Clo- 


| Ball, 


et, FD 
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Ball. And here is a Gentleman from Germany. [ Pr. 
ſents Plume to her.) Captain you'll excuſe me, T'll gg 
and read my Letters and wait on you. [Exit, 
Sz7. Sir, you are welcome to England. 
Plume. You are indebted to me a Welcome, Ma. 
dam, ſince the Hopes of receiving it from this fair 
Hand, was the principal Cauſe of my ſeeing Eng. 


land. | 
Sy/. I have often heard, that Soldiers were fincere, 
ſhall I venture to believe publick Report ? 

Plume. You may, when 'tis back'd by private In. 
ſurance ; for I ſwear, Madam, by the Honour of my 
Profeflion, that whatever Dangers I went upon, it 
was with the Hope of making myſelf more worthy 
_ of your Eſteem ; and if ever I had Thoughts of pre. 

ſerving wy Life, *'twas for the Pleaſure of dying at 
your Feet. Ll 

Sy. Well, well, you fhall die at my Feet, or where 
you will; but you know, Sir, there is a Certain Will 
and Teſtament to be made before-hand. 

Plume. My Will, Madam, is made already, and there 
it is; and if you pleaſe to i” the Parchment, which 
was drawn the Evening before the Battle of Blenheim, 

you will find whom I left my Heir. | 

Sy/. Mrs. Sylvia Ballance, [Opens the Will and reads.) 
. Well, Captain, this is ahandſome anda ſubſtantial Com- 
plement; but I can aſſure you, I am much better 
pleaſed with the bare Knowledge of your Intention, 
than I ſhou'd have been in he Poſſcflion of your Le- 
gacy : But methinks, Sir, you ſhou'd have left ſome- 
thing to your little Boy at the Ca/tle. | 

Plume. 'That's home, [ 4fde.] My little Boy ! Lack- 
a-day, Madam, that alone may convince you 'twas none 
of mine ; why thefſairl. Madam, is my Serjeant's Wife, 
and ſo the pooy.Creature gave out that I was Father, 
in hopes that my Friends might ſupport her in Caſe of 


Neceſlity,—— That was all, Madam———— My Boy ! 
No, DO, NO. 


Eater 
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Enter a Servant, 

S$:-. Madam, my Maſter has receiv*d ſome ill News 
from London, and deſires to ſpeak with you immediate- 
ly, and he begs the Captain's Pardon, that he can't 
wait on him as he promis'd.. 

Plume, Ill News ! Heavens avert it, nothing could 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy Gen- 
tleman afflited : Þ'll leave you to comfort him, and 
be afſur'd, that if my Life and Fortune can be any | 
way ſerviceable to the Father of my Sy/uza, he ſh 
' freely command both. 

Szl. The Neceflity muſt be very prefling, that wou'd 
engage me to endanger either, TIED 
MI [Exeunt /everally, 


SCEN E, Another Apartment. 


Enter Ballance and Sylvia. 

Sy]. Whilſt there is Life, there is Hope, Sir ? per- 
haps my Brother may recover. 
_ Ball. We have but little Reaſon to expe& it ; Doc- 
tor K:/lman acquaints me here, that before this comes 
to my Hands, he fears I ſhall have no Son — Poor 
Omen / -But the Decree 1s juſt, I was pleas'd 
with the Death of my Father, becauſe he left me an 
Eſtate, and now I am puniſh'd with the Loſs of an 
Heir to inherit mine ; I muſt now look upon you as 
the only Hopes of my Family, and. I expeQ that the 
Augmentation of your Fortune will give you freſh _ 
Thoughts, and new Proſpe&s. | | 

Sy]. My Defire of being punctual in my Obedience 
___ that you would be plain in your Commands, 
Ir 


Ball. The Death of your Brother makes you ſole 
F Heirefs to my Eſtate, which you know is about twelve 
hundred Pounds a Year: This Fortune gives you a 
fair Claim to Quality, and a Title; you muſt ſet a 
& Juft Value upon yourſelf, and in plain Terms, think 
= 20 more of Captain Plume, 


Vo 
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Sz. You have often commended the Gentleman, 
Sir, | 
Ball. And I do fo flill, he's a very pretty Fellow ; 
but tho? I lik'd him well enough for a bare Son-in-lay, 
I don't approve of him for an Heir to my Eftate and 
Family ; fifteen hundred Pounds indeed I mi; ht truſt 
in his Hands, and it _— do the young Fellow a 
Kindneſs, but;—ods my Life, twelve hundred Pound 


a Year wou'd ritin hum, quite turn his Brain; A Cap. 


tain of Foot worth twelve hundred Pounds a Year ! 
"Tis a Prodigy in Nature: Beſides this, I have five or 
fix thouſand Pounds in Woods upon my Eſtate, Ol! 


that wou'd make hun ſtariz mad : For you muſt know, 


that all Captains have a mighty Averſion to "Timber, 
they can't endure to ſee "Trees flanding : "Then ] 
ſhou'd have ſome Rogue of a Builder, by the help of 
his damn'd magick Art, transform my noble Oaks and 


_ Elms into Corntſhes, Portals, Safhes, Birds, Beats, 


and Devils, to adorn ſome magoity, new-faſhion'd 


 Bauble upon the Thames; and then I ſhou'd have a 


Dog ofa Gardener bring a Faveas Corpus for my 
Terra firma, remove it to Chz!jea, or Tawittenham, and 
clap it into Grafs-Plats 2nd Gravel-Walzs, 


Enter 'a Servant, 


Ser, Sir, here's one with a Letter below for your 
Worſhip, but he will deliver 1t into no hands but your 
OWN. | 

Ball, Come, ſhew me the Meſſenger, 
| [ Exit with Servant. 
Sz]. Make the Diſpute between Love and Duty, and 
I am Prince Pre!iyhan cxattly. If my Brother dics, 
ah poor Brother! If he hves, ah poor Sifter ! 1s 
bad both Ways ; PII try it again, —-—-Follow my own 
Inclinations, and break my Father's Heart ; or obey 
his Commands, and break my own; worſe aud 
worſe. Supp oſc I take it thus? A moderate Fortune, 


a pretty Fellow and a Fad ; or a five Eftate, a Coach 


and dx, and-an Aſs——'That will never do ncithcr. 
| Fer 


CPR ad P DOE ; ww aq. 
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| Enter Juſtice Ballance and a Servant. 


Ball. Put "Irs Horſes to the Coach, hs a Serwant 
avho goes out.) Ho, Sylwia, 

S$yl. Sir, 

Ball. How old were you when your Mother dy'd ? 

Syl. So young, that I don't remember I ever had 
one; and you have been fo careful, ſo indulgent to 
me ſince, -that indeed 1 never wanted one. 

Ball. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you aſk'd_ 
of me? | 

Sy]. Never that I remember. | 

Ball, Then, Sylvia, I muſt beg that once in your 


Life you wov'd grant me a Favour, 


$y/, Why ſhou'd you queſtion 1t, Sir, | 

Ball. I don't, but I wou'd rather counſel than com- 
mand; I don't propoſe this with the Authority of a 
Parent, but as the Advice of your Friend; that you 
wou'd take the Coach this Moment, and go into the 
Country. 

Sy/. Does this Advice, Sir, proceed from the Con- 
tenia of the Letter you recerv'd juſt now? 

Ball. No matter, I will be with you in three or 
four Days, and then give you my Reaſons — But be- 
fore you go, 1 expect you will make me one [0Jemn 
Promiſe. 

Sz. Propoſe the Thing, Sar. 

Ball. "That you will never diſpoſe of yourſelf to 
any Man, without my Conſent. 
$yl. 1 promuſe. 

Hall. Very well, and to be even with you, I pro- 
miſe I never will diſpoſe of you without your own 
Conſent, and ſo, Sy/via, the Coach is ready ; farewel. 
[ Leads her to the Door, and returns.] Now ſhe's gone, 
Il examine the Contents ot this Letter a little nearer. 

. 


SIR, 
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| SIR, 
| JT Intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn @ Secree 
from him, that he had from his Friend Captain 
Plume; and my Friend/hip and Relation to your Famil,. 
oblige me to give you - timely Notice of it: The Captain 
| has diſhonourable Deſigns upon my Couſin Sylvia. Evil; 
| of this Nature arg more eafily prevented than amended, 
and that you wou'd immediately ſend my Couſin into the 
Country, is the Advice of, IE 


Sir, your humble Servant, | 
MELINDA4 


_ Why the Devil's in the . young Fellows of this Ape, 
they are ten times worſe than they were in my Time; 
had he made my Daughter a Whore, and forſwore it 
like a Gentleman, I could have almoſt pardon'd it; 
but to tel Tales before-hand is monſtrous. —Hang it, 
I can fetch down a Woodcock or .a Snipe,. and why 
not a Hat and Feather? I have a Caſe of good Piſtols, 
and have a good mind to try. | 


Enter Worthy. 
Worthy ! your Servant. = 

Wer. Im ſorry, Sir, to be the Mefſenger of ill News, 

Ball. I apprehend it, Sir, you have heard that my 
Son Oxen 18 paſt Recovery. 

Wor. My Letters ſay he's dead, Sir, 

Ball. He's happy, and I'm fatisfy'd : 'The Strokes 
of Heaven I can bear ; ' but Injuries from Men, Mr. 
Worthy, are not ſo eaſily ſupported: = 

Yor. I hope, Sir, you're under no Apprehenſfion 
of wrong from any Body, 

Ball. You know I-onght to be. | | | 

Yer. You wrong my Honour, in believing I cou'd' | 
know any thing to your Prejudice, without reſenting | 

| it as much as you ſhou'd, _ Fo 7 
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Ball, This Letter, Sir, which I tear in Pieces to 
conceal the Perſon that ſent it, informs me, that Plume 
has a Deſign upon Sy/vza, and that you are privy to't. 

Wor. Nay then, Sir, I muſt do myſelf Juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the Author, (Takes up a Bit.) 
Sir, I know the Hand, and if you refuſe to diſcover 
the Contents, Mel:nda ſhall tell me. (Going. 

Ball. Hold, Sir, the Contents I have told you al- 
ready, only with this Circumſtance, that her Intamacy 
with Mr. Worthy had drawn the Secret from him. 

Wer. Her Intimacy with me ! Dear Sir, let me pick 
up the Pieces of this Letter; 'twill give me ſuch a 
hank upon her Pride, to have her own an Intimacy 
under her Hand: This was the luckieſt Accident! 
(Gathering up the Letter.) The Aſperſion, Sir, was 
nothing but Malice, the Effe& of a little Quarrel. be- 
tween her and Mrs. Sy{via, | | 

Ball. Are you ſure of that, Sir ? 

Wer. Her Maid gave me the Hiſtory of part of the. 
Battle, juſt now, as ſhe over-heard it. But I hope, Sir, 
your Danghter has ſuffer'd nothing upon the account. 

Ball. No, no, poor Girl, ſhe's ſo afflited with the 
| News of her Brother's Death, that to avoid Company, 
the begg'd leave to be gone into the Country. 

Wir. And 1s ſhe gone ? 24 

Ball. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo prefling ;. 
the Coach went from the Door the Minute before you - 
came, 

Wir. ' So prefling to be gone, Sir! —— I find her 
Fortune will give her the ſame Airs with Melinda, 
and then Plume and I may laugh at one another. 

Ball. Like enough, Women are as ſubje& to Pride 
as Men are ; and why mayn't great Women, as well as 
great Men, forget their old Acquaintance ? But 
F come, where's this young Fellow ? I love him fo well, 
8g :t would break the Heart of me to think him a Raſ- 
cal —— Pm glad my Daughter's gone fairly off tho'. 
"A/de, } Where does the Captain quarter ? 


MTA 
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Wor. At Heorton's; Tam to mect him there two 

Hours hence, and we ſhould be glad of your Com- 

pany. 

Ball. Your Paadon: dear Werthy, I muſt Maw a 

Day or two to the Death of my Son : The Decorum 

of Mourning 1s what we owe the World, becauſe they 


pay it to us. Afterwards, I'm yours over a Bottle, c 
how you wall- 


Wor. Sir, 'm your humble Servant. | 
LR /everali, 


SCENE, rhe Street. 


Enter Kite, evith Coſtar Ss an 4 in one Hand, ard 
Thomas Apple-tree in the other, drunk.” 


_ Kite /ongs. 
Our Prentice Tom may now refuſe 
Yo wipe his Scoundrel Maſter's Shoes ; 
For now he's free to fing and play, 
Over the Hills and far away—Owver, &c. 


[The Mob ſings the Chorus, 


We. ſhall lead more hafpy Lives, 

By getting rid of Brats and Wiwes, 

T hat jculd and brawl both Night and Day, 
Over the Hills, and far away— Over, &c, 


Kite. Hey Boys! 'Thus we Soldiers live ! drink, 
Jing, dance, play: We hve, as one ſhou'd fay— 
we live——'tis 1mpoflible to tell how we live —— 
We are all Princes—Why—why, you are a King—- Bl 
You are an Emperor, and I'm a Prince—now—ant | 
We— 

The, No, Serjeant, PH be no Emperor. 

Kite. No! | 

Tho. No, Þ1l be a Juſtice of Peace. | 

Kite. A Juſtice of Peace, Man! 

Tho. Ay, wauns will 1; for fince this Prefling-A®, 
they are greater than any Emperor under the __ 

th, 
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Kite. Done : You are a Juſtice of Peace, and you are 
a King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, a'n't 1 ? 

Cot. Ay, but Fi be no King. 

Kite. What then ? 

Cot. T'll be a Queen. 

Kite. A Queen! 
Cit. Ay, Queen of England, that's greater than 
any King of *em all, 
| Kit», Bravely ſaid, faith ; Huzza for the Queen. 
 {[Huzza!] But heark'e, you, Mr. Juſlice, and you, 
| Mr. Queen, did you never lee the Queen's PiQture ? 

B:th. No, no, no. 
Kite. I wonder at that; I have two of 'em ſet in 
Gold, and as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the Mark. 
vce here, they are ſet in Gold, {Takes two Broad-Piecces 
| out of his Pocket, gives one to each. 

Tho. The wonderful Works of Nature! [Looking 

at it. 

Col, What's this written about ? Here's a Poly, 1 
believe, Ca-ro-lus —= What's that, Serjeant ? 

Kite. O! Carolus ? Why, Caroius 1s Latin 
for Queen Anne ; that's all. | 

CZ. "Tis a fine thing to be a Scollard Ser- 
| jeant, will you part with this ? I'll buy it on you, if 

it come within the Compaſs of a Crown. 

Eite, A Crown ! never talk of buying ; 'tis the 
ſame thing among Friends, you know ; I'll preſent 
them to ye both : you ſhall give we as good a thing. 
Put 'em up, and remember your old Friend, when I 
am over t c Hills, and far away. 


[They ſing, and put uþ the Money. 


Enter Plume farting. 
Plume. Ower the Hills, and over the Main, 
Ta Flanders, Portugal, or Spain : 
The Duetn commands, and we'il obey, 


Ower the Hills, and far away, 


Come on my Men of Mitth, away with it, I'll make 
one among ye ; Who are theſe io ROUT Lads ? 


Kite, 
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_ Kite, Off with your Hats ; 'Ounds off with your 
Hats : 'This 1s the Captain, the Captain. 

Tho. We have ſeen-Captains afore now, Mun. 

Cof?. Ay, and Lieutenant Captains too ; s'fleſh, T1] 
keep on my Nab. ; 

{ho. And I'ſe ſcarcely d'off mine for any Captain in 
England: My Vether's a Freeholder. 

Plume. Who are theſe jolly Lads, Serjeant ? 

Kite. A couple of honeſt brave Fellows that are 
willing to ſerve the Queen : Fhave entertain'd 'em juſt 
now, as Volunteers, under your Honour's Command, 

Plume. And good Entertainment they ſhall have: 
Volunteers are the Men I want,. thoſe are the Men k; 
to make: Soldiers,. Captains, Generals. | 

Tho, Wounds, Tummas, what's this ! are you liſted? 

Co/1. Fleſh! not I: Are you Coftar ? 

Tho. Wounds, not I. | 

Kite. What | not liſted ! ha, ha, ha ; a very good 
Jeſt, I'faith. | 

C:/t. Come, Tummar, we'll go home, 

Tho. Ay, ay, come. | 

Kite. Home ! for ſhame, Gentlemen, behave your 
ſelves better before your Captain: Dear Tummas, hy 
neſt Cofar. | 

Tho. No, no, we'll be gone. * 

Kite, Nay, then, I command you to ſtay : I place 
you both Centinels in this Place, for two Hours, to 
watch the Motion of St. Mary's Clock, you ; and you 
the Motion of St. Chad's: And he that dares ſtir from 
his PoR, till he be reliev'd, ſhall have my Sword in bis 
Guts the next Minute, | 

Plume, What's the matter, Serjeant ? I'm afraid you MW 
are too rough with theſe Gentlemen. : 

Kite. I'm too mild, Sir ! They diſobey Command, le 


| Sir, and one of *em ſhou'd be ſhot for an Example to 


the other. | 
_ C4. Shot, Tummas ? 
Blume. Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter ? 


Ti. 
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"Tho. We don't know ! the noble Serjeant is pleas'd 
to be in a Paſſion, Sir,: but—— 

Kite. _ diſobey Command, they deny their be- 
ing liſte 

: Tho. Nay, Serjeant, we -don't downright deny it 
neither ; that we dare ndt do, for fear of being ſhot : 
But we humbly conceive, in a civil way, and begging 
| your Worſhip's Pardon, that we may go home. 

Plume. That's eaſily known ; have either of FO re- 
ceiv'd any of the Queen's Money ? ? 

.C:f8, Not a Braſs Farthing, Sir. 

Kite. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three 
and twenty Shillings and {ix Pence, and 'tis now in 
their Pockets. 

:Coft. Wounds, if I have a Penny in my Pocket but 
a bent Six-pence, T'll-be content to be liſted, and ſhot 
into the Bargain. 

The. And I : look ye here, Sir. 

Cofi. N othing but the Queen's PiQure, that the Ser- 
jeant gave me jult now. 

Kite. See there, a Broad-piece, three and twenty 
Shillings and Sixpence ; t'other has the Fellow on't, 

Plume. The Caſe is plain, Gentlemen, the Goods are 
found upon you : Thoſe Pieces of Gold are worth three 
and Twenty-and Six-pence each. 

Cf. So it ſeems, that Caro/us-is Three and Twenty 
and Six-pence in Latin. 

IO "Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we are liſt- 
e 


Cf. Fleſh ! but we a'n't, Tummas: I deſire to be 
<arry'd before the Mayor, Captain. 
R [Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while. 
Plume. "Twill never do, Aite————P——your damn'd 
Tricks will ruin me at laſt——— won't loſe the 
Fellows tho”, if I can help it Well, Gentle- 
men, there muſt be ſome Trick i in this ; my Serjeant 
offers to take his Oath that you are fairly liſted, 
Tho, Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers have 
anore Liberty of Conſcience than other Folks ; but for 
me, 
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me, or Neighbour C-/tar here, to take ſuch an Oath, 
*twou'd be downripht Perjuration. 

Plume. Look'e, Raſcal, you Villa! 'n, if I find that 
| yeu have 1mpos'd upon theſe two honeſt Fellows, I'll 
trample you to Death, you Dog —— Come, how 
was't ? 

Tho. Nay then, we'll ſpeak ; your Serjeant, as you 
ſay, is a Rogue, an't like your Worſhip, begging yout 
Worſhip's Pardon—and 

Cot. Nay, Tummas, let me ſpeak; you know [ 
can read——— And ſo, Sir, he gave us thoſe two 
Pieces of Money for PiCtures of the Queen, by way of 
a Preſent. 

Plume. How ! by way of a Preſent! The Son of 
a Whore! Il teach him to abuſe honeſt Fellows, like 
you ! Scoundzel, Rogue, Villain! 

[ Beats off the Serjeant, and follew, 
| Both, © brave noble Caprain ! Huzza ! a brave Cap- 
tain, 'faith. | 

Co/?; Now Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a Beating : 
This is the braveſt Captain I ever ſaw— Wounds 
1 have a Month's Mind to go with him. 


Enter Plume. 

Plume. A Dog, to abuſe two ſuch honeſt Fellows as 
you- Look'e. Gentlemen, I love a pretty Fel- 
low, I come among you as an Officer to lift Soldiers, 
| not as a Kidnapper, to ſtcal Slaves. 

Co//. Mind that, Tummas. | 

P/ume, I deſire no Man to go with me, but as 1 
went myſelf: I went a Volunteer, as you, or you, may 
do; for a little time carry'd a Muſket, and now I com- 
mand a Company. 

Tho, Mind that, Coflar : A ſweet Gentleman. 

Plume. "Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an Ad- 
vantage of you; the Queen's Money was 1n your 
| Pockets, my Serjeant was ready to take his Oath you Þ 
were liſted ; but I ſcorn to do a baſe thing, you are both | 
of you at your Liberty, LEE 

Cf. T 
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Cot. Thank you, noble Captain——I-cod, I can't 
find ia my Heart to leave him, he. talks ſo finely, 

The, Ay, Ciſiar, wou'd he always hold in this 
Mind. | | | avs 

Plume. Come, my Lads, one thing. more T1! tell 
you : You're both young tight Fellows, and the Army 
is the Place to make you Mem for ever; Every Man 
{ has his Lot, and you have yours: What think you now 

of a Purſe of French Gold out of a Monſieur's Pocket, 
after you have daſh'd out his Brains with the But-End 
of your Firelock ? ch! | | 
(oft. Wauns! Il have it. Captain———give me 
a Shilling, I'll follow you to the end of the World. 

Tha.. Nay, dear Cojtar, do'na y be advis'd. 

Plume. Here, my Hero, here are two Guineas ſor 

thee, as Earneſt of what I'll do farther for thee. 
| The, Do'ra take it, do'na, dear C/ar, yh 
OS” | [Cries, and pulls back his Arm. 
Cot, IT wull———T1 wull- Waunds, my Mind 
| gives me that I ſhall be a Captain myſelf I take 

your Maney, Sir, and now I am a Gentleman. , 
Plume. Give me. thy Hand, and now you and I 
8 will travel the World o'er, and command it where- 


ever we tread- —bÞring your Friend with you if 
you can. [ A/ide. 


Coft, Well, Tummas, muſt we part? 

Tho, No, Coftar, I canno leave thee — Come, 
Captain, I'll e'en go along too; and if you have two 
honeſter ſimpler Lads in your Company, than we two 
have been, I'll ſay no more. | 

Plume. Here, my Lad, [Gives him Money.) Now 
your Name ? | 

The. Tummas Appletree. 

Plum?, And yours ? 

Cejt. Coltar Pearmain. : 

 Plums. Well ſaid Co/ar ! Born where ? 

- 140. Bothoin Herefordfbires 

Plume, Very well ; Courage, my Lads ——— Now 
we'll ſing, Over the Hills, and far away. 


Courage, 
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Courage, Boys, "tis one to Ten 
But awe return all Gentlemen ; 
While Conquering Colours we diſplay, 
Ower the Hills and far away. 
Kite, take care of 'em. 


Enter Kite. 

Kite. An't you a Couple of pretty Fellows now ! Here 
you have complain'd to the Captain, I am to be turn' 
out, and one of you will be Serjeant, But in the mean 
time, march you Sons of Whores. [Beats 'em if, 
P The End of the ſecond ACT. 


CHANDA BERANSEHNBERANDB AN 
= ACT IT 
SCENE, The Market-Place. 


| Enter Plume and Worthy. 


or. I Cannot forbear admiring the Equality of ourtwv 

| Fortunes ; We lov'd two Ladies, they met ui 
-half way, and juſt as we were upon the point of leaping 
into their Arms, Fortune drops into their Laps, Pride 
poſleſſes their Hearts, a Maggot fills their Heads, Mad. 
neſs takes 'em by the Tails ; they ſnort, kick up their 
Heels, and away they run. - 

Plume. And leave us here to mourn upon the Shore 
——— A couple of poor melancholy Monſters— 
What ſhall we do ? | | | 

Hor. I have a trick for mine; the Letter, you knoy, 
and the /Fortune-teller. OR | 

Plume. And 1 have a trick for mine, 

Hor, What 1s't? 

Plume. T'll never think of her again, 

Wir. No! | | 

Plume. No; I think myſelf above adminiſtring to | 
the Pride of any Woman, were ſhe worth Twelve | 
thouſand a Year; and I ha'n't the Vanity to believe 
1 ſhall ever gain a Lady worth Twelve OE” 


- ; 
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The generous good-natur'd Sy/via, in her Smock, I 
admire ; but the haughty, ſcornful Sy/via, with her 
Fortune, I deſpiſe———— What ſneak out of Town, 
and not ſo much as a Word, a Line, a Complement, 
———— 'S$death ! how far off does ſhe live? I']l go 
and break her Windows. 
| Hor. Ha, ha, hal!” ay, and the Window-Bars too, 
to come at her Come, come, Friend, no more - 
of your rough military Airs. TEE 


ON x Enter Kite. | 

Kite, Captain, Captain, Sir ! look yonder, ſhe's a 
coming this way : "Tis the prettieft, cleaneſt, little Tit! 
Plume. Now Worthy, to ſhew you how much I am 
in love; here ſhe comes: But Kzze, what is that 
great Country-Fellow with her? _ 

Kite, I can't tell, Sir; 


Enttr Roſe, follew'd by her Brother Bullock, avith 
Chickens on her Arm in a Baſket. i 

Ree. Buy Chickens, young and tender Chickens, 

young and tender Chickens, 

Plume. Flere, you Chickens ! 

Re. Who calls? 

Plume. Come hither, pretty Maid, 

Roſe. Will you pleaſe to buy, Sir? - 

Wor. Yes Child, we'll both buy. 

Plume. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair, market for your 

ſelf —— Come, Child, Þ11 buy all you have. : 

R1ſe. Then all I have is at your Service. [Cour!'/es, 

Wer. Then muſt I ſhift for myſelf, I find, {Ex 

Plume. Let me ſee; young and tender, you ſay. 

| 0 | Chucks h:r under the Chin. 
Roſe. As ever you taſted in your Life, Sir. | 
Plume, Come, I muſt examine your Baſket to the 

bottom, my Dear. | | 
Roſe. Nay, for that matter, put in your Hand ; fec!, 

vir ; I warrant my Ware as good as any in the Ma. k-t. 

Plume, AndT'll buy it all, Child, were it ten times more. 

_ Roje. Sir, I can furniſh you. 

Vou, II, E | Plume. 
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Plume, Come then, we won't quarrel] about the 
Price, they're fine Birds -Pray what's your Name, 
pretty Creature ?. 

Ry/e. Roſe, Sir: MyF ather is a Farmer within three 
ſhort Mile o' the Town ; we Keep this Market ; I (cl 
Chickens, Epps, and Butter, and my Brother Bullsck 
there ſells Corn. | 

Bullock. Come, Siſter, we” we ſhall be late 

| hoame. [Whites about the Stage, 

Plume. Kite! [Tips him the Wink, he returns it. 
Pretty Mrs. Roſe — — you have let me fee — 
how many ? | 

Roſe. A dozen, Sir, and they are richly worth a 
Crown. 

— - Come, Ruoſe, 1 fold fifty Strake of Barley 
to-day in half this time; but you will higgle and 
higgle for a Penny, more than the Commodtty | is 
worth. 

Roſe What's that to you, Oaf! ! I can make as 
much out of a Groat, as you can out of Four-pence, 
I'm ſure The Gentleman bids fair, and when 1 
meet with a Chapman, I know how to make the belt 

of him——And fo, Sir, I ſay, for a Crown TIO the 

Bargain's yours. 

Plume, Here's a Guinea, my Dear. 

| Roje. I can't change your Money,” Sir. - 

Plume. Indeed, indeed, but you can — my Lodg- 
Ing 1s hard by, Chicken, and we'll make change there, 

[ Goes off,, ſhe foll:ws him. 

Kite. So, Sir, as I was telling you, I have ſeen one 

of theſe Huſſars eat up a Ravelin for his Breakfaſt, Þ 

and afterwards pick'd his Teeth with a Paliſado. | 

Bull. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very ſtrange things ; ; but |} 
pray, Sir, what is a Rabelin ? 

Kite. Why, 'tis ke a modern minc'd Pye, but the 
Cruſt is confounded hard, and the Plumbs are ſfome- 
what hard of Digeſtion. 

Bull. "Then your Paliſado, pray what may ; he be? 

ts maid pray ha' done, 


Kite, 
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Kite. Your Palifado is a pretty ſort of Bodkin, about 
the Thickneſs of my Leg. De eS DP? in 3H 
Bull. That's a Fib, I believe. [ 4/de.] Eh ! where's 
Ru:fe ! Ruoſe ! Ruoſe ! $'fleſh where's Rave gone ? 
Kite. She's gone with the Captain. ESD 
Bull. The Captain ! Wauns, theie's no prefling of 
Women, ſure. POS = 
| Kite. But there is, ſure. : 
Bull. If the Captain ſhou'd preſs Rur/e, I ſhou'd be 
ruin'd — Which way went ſhe! O! the Devil 
take your Rablins and Paliſadoes. [Exit, 
Kite. You ſhall be better acquainted with them, 
honeſt Bullock, or I ſhall miſs of my Aim, | 


= 


2 Enter Worthy. | 
Wor. Why thou ait the moſt uſeful Fellow in Nature 
to your Captain ; admirable in your way, I find. 
Kite, Yes, Sir, I underſtand my Buſineſs, I will fay it.- 
Vir. How came you lo qualify'd ? | 
Kite. You muſt know, Sir, I was born a Gipſy, and 
| bred among that Crew till I was ten Years old, there I 
learn'd Canting and Lying; I was bought from my 
Mother, Cleopatra, by a certain Nobleman for three 
Piſtoles, who liking my Beauty, made me his Page ; © 
there I learn'd Impudence/and Pimping. I was turn'd 
off for wearing my Lord's Linen, and drinking my 
\ Lady's Ratafia, and turn'd Bailiff's Follower ; there [ 
learn'd Bullying and Swearing, I at laſt got into the 
= Army, and there I learn'd Whoring and Drinking— 
So that if your Worſhip pleaſes tocatt upthe whole Sum, 
viz. Canting, Lying, Impudence, 'Pimping, Bullying, 
Swearing, Whoring, Drinking, and a Halbert, you will 
& find the Sum Total amount to a Recruiting Serjeant. 
= Yr. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier ? 
Kite. Hunger and Ambition: The Fears of Starving, 
and Hopes of a Truncheon: led me. along to a Gen- 
tleman, with a fair Tongue, and fair Periwig, who ' 
loaded me with Promiſes ; but *gad it was the lighteſt 
Load that ever I felt in my Life——He promis'd to 
advance me, and indeed he did ſo—— to a Garret an | 
—_ ' of : ting 
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the Savoy. I aſked him why he put me in Priſon ; ke 
call'd me lying Dog, and ſaid I was in Garriſon ; and 
indeed, 'tis a Garriſon that may hold out till Dooms. 

day before I ſhou'd deſire to take it again, But here 
come Juſtice Ba/laxce. 


Enter Ballance and Bullock. 

| Ball. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? 
Here's a poor fooliſh Fellow comes clamouring to 
me with a Complaint, that your Captain has preſs'd 
his Siſter ; do you know any thing of this matter, 
 Warthy?e ” 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha, I know his Sifter is gone with 

Plume to his Lodying, to ſell him ſome Chickens. 
Ball. Is that all ? the Fellow's a Fool. 

Bull. I know that, an't like your Worſhip ; but if 
your Worſhip pleaſes to grant me a Warrant to oY 
her before your Worſhip, for fear of the worſt, 

Ball. Thou'rt mad, Fellow, thy Siſter's ſafe enou 

Kite. I hope fo too, * [4 n 

Wor, Haſt thou no more Senſe, Fellow, than to be» 
lieve that the Captain can lit Women. 

Bull. I know not whether they lit them, or what 
they do with them, but i am ſure, they carry as many 
| Women as Men with then? out of the Country. | 

Ball. But how came you not to go along with your 
Siſter ? : 

Bull. Lord, Sir, I thought no more of her going 

than I do of the Day I ſhall die ; but this Gentleman 

here, not ſuſpe&ting any hurt neither, , believe —— 
you thought no harm, Friend, did you ? 

Kite. Lackaday, Sir, not I—only that, I believe, 
I ſhall marry her to-morrow. [ Hfede. 
Ball. 1 begin to ſmell Powder. Well, Friend, but 

what did that Gentleman with you ? 

Bull. Why, Sir, he entertain'd me with a "IR Story 
_ of a great "5. Fight between the Hungarians, I think 

it was, and the W:14-1ri/+. 

| Kite. And fo, Sir, while we were in the Heat of 

Battle——the Captain carry'd off the Baggage. Is 

I fits 
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Ball. Serjeant, go along with this Fellow to your _ 
Captain, give him my humble Service, and defire him 
to diſcharge the Wench, tho' he has liſted her. 
Bull, Ay, and ifhe ben't free for that, he ſhall have 
another Man in her place, 
Kite. Come, honeſt Friend, you ſhall go to my Quar- 
ters inſtead of the Captain's. | A/#2e.] D 
SS ___ [Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 
Ball. We muſt get this mad Captain his Complement 
of Men, and ſend him packing, elſe he'll over-run the 
Country. 
Wor. You ſee, Sir, how little he values your Daugh- 
ter's Diſdain. 
Ball. I like him the better ; I was juſt ſuch another 
Fellow at his Age : I never ſet my Heart upon any 
Woman ſo much as to make myſelt uneaſy at the Di{- 
appointment; but what was very ſurprizing both to 
myſelf and Friends, 1 chang'd o' th? ſudden, from the 
moſt fickle Lover, to the moſt conſtant Huſband in the 
World, But how goes your Aﬀair with Melinda ? 
Wor. Very flowly. Cupid had formerly Wings, but I 


| think, in this Age, he goes vpon Crutches ; or I fancy 


Fmus had been dallying with her Cripple Yalcan when 
my Amour commenc'd, which has made it go on ſa 
lamely ;. my Miſtreſs has got a Captain too, but ſuch a 
_ Captain! As I live, yonder he comes.” 
Ball. Who? that bluif Fellow in the Saſh! I don't 
know him. | 
I/V:r. Bat 1 engage he knows you, and every Body 
at firſt fight; his Impudence were a Prodigy, were 
not his Ignorance proportionable ; he has the moſt 
_ univerſal Acquaintance of any Man living, for he 
won't be alone, and no Body will keep him company 
_ twice ; then he's a Ca/ar among the Women, Yer;, 
Vit, Vici, that's all. If he has but talk'd with the 
Maid, he ſwears he has lain with the Miſtreſs ; but the 
molt ſurprizing part of his CharaQter is his Memory, 
which is the moſt prodigious, and the moſt trifling in 


the World, 
K3 | Boll, 
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Ball. I have met with ſuch Men, and I take thi: 
good for-nothing Memory to proceed from a certain 
 Contexture of the Brain, which is purely adapted to 

Impertinencies, and there they lodge ſecure, the Owner 
having no Thoughts of his own to diſturb them. [ 
. have known a Man as perfett as a Chronologer, 
to the Day and Year of moſt important Tranſactions, 
but be altogerher ignorant in the Cauſes, or Conſe. 
quences of any one thing of moment ; I have known 
another acquire ſo much by 'Travel, as to tell you the 
Names of moſt Places in Europe, with their Diſtances of 
Miles, Leagues or Hours, 2s puncually as a Poſt-Boy ; 
but for any thing elie, as-ignorant as the Horſe that 
carries the Mail. | | | | 
 #or. This js your Man, Sir, add but the Traveller's 
Priviiege of Lying, and even that he abuſes; this is 
the Picture, behold the Lite, 


Enter Brazen. | 

Braz. Mr. Worthy, I am your Servant, and fo forth 
Hark'e, my Dear. Ee 
_ Wor. Whiſpering, Sir, before Company is not Man. 
ners, ard when no Body's by, 'tis fooliſh, 

Braz. Company ! Mcrt de ma wie! | beg the Gen- 
tleman's Pardon ; who is he ? 

Wir. Ak im.:-5--: et 

Braz. So I will. My Dear, I am your Servant, 
and ſo foith ; your Name, my Dear ? 

Bal'.. Very Laconick, Sir. | | 

Braz. Lacerick ! A very good Name truly ; I hare 
known ſeveral of the Laconicks abroad: Poor Fack 
Laconick ! He was kill'd at the Battle of Landen. I 
. remember that he had a blue Ribbon in his Hat that 
very Day, and after he fell, we found a piece of Neat's 
Tongue in his Pocket. | 

Ball. Pray, Sir, did the French 
them, at Landen ? | | 
 Braz, The French attack us! Oons, Sir, are you a 
Jacobite ? 


- ,"', Bail. Why that Queſtion ? EH, 


Brax. 


attack us, or we 
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Hos; Becauſe none but a Jacobite cou'd think that 
the Frerch durſt attack us———— No, ' Sir, we attack'd 
them on the——T1 have reaſon to remember the time, 
for 1 had two and rwenty Horſes 00 d under me that 
Day. | 
" WV:r. Then, Sir, you muſt have rid mighty, hard. 

Bail. Or perhaps, Sir, like my Countryman, you | 
1id upon half a dozen Horſes at once. 

Braz, What do ye mean, Gentiemen ? ?I tell b im 
they were kill'd, all torn to pieces by Cannon-Shot, 
except ſix I {tak'd to Death upon the Enemies Chevanx 
de Friſe. 

Ball. Noble Captain, may I crave your Name ? 

Bra. Brazen, at your Service. 

Ball. Oh, Brazen, a very good Name; I have 
known ſeveral of the Braxzens abroad. 

Wor. Do you know one Captain Plume, Sir ? 

B-az. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume in 
N:rthampton/hire ? Honeſt Frank! many, many 
a dry Bottle have we crack'd Hand to Fiſt ; you muit 
| have known his Brother Char/es that was concern'd. 
in the /adia Company, he marry'd the Daughter of 
old Tongue-Pad, the Maſter im Chancery, a very pret- 

ty-Woman, only ſquinted a little ; ſhe dy'd in Child- 
bed of her firſt Child ; but the Child ſurviv'd, 'twas 
a Daughter, but whether 'twas call'd Margaret or 
Margery, upon my Soul, I can't remember, [ Looking 
on his Watch.) But, Gendentes: I muſt meet a Lady, 
a twenty thouſand Pounder, preſently, upon the Walk 


by the Wa'er rar 6; TIO Servant, Lacorick 


yours! [ Exit, 
Ball. If you can have ſo mean an Opinion of Me- | 


linda, as to be jealous of this Fellow, I think ſhe 
ought to give you cauſe to be fo. 

ar. 1 don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
gaining herſelf a Lover, as to ſet me up a Rival; were 
there any Credit to be given to his Words, I ſhould 
believe Mz/inda had made him this Affignation ; T muſt 
0 lee ; ; Sir, you ll pardon me. [Exit. 


7 4 4. Ball. 
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Ball. Ay, ay, Sir, you're a Man of ' Buſinels—But 
what have we got here? | 


| Enter Roſe ſtaging. 

Roe. And I ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, and 
_ ride ſingle —_ a white Horſe with a Star, upon a 

Velvet Side-ſaddle ; and I ſhall go to London, and fee 
the Tombs, and the Lions, and the Queen. Sir, an 
pleaſe your king: I have often ſeen your Worſhip 
ride through our Grounds a hunting, begging yorr 
Worſhip's RES Pray what may this Lace be 
worth a Yard? [Shewving ſome Lace, 

_ Ba/l. Right Mech/in, by this Light! Where did you 
get this Lace, Child ? 


Roje. No matter for at, Sir, 1 I came honeſtly by 


it, 

Ball. I queſtion it much, [ Aſide 
__ Rje, And fee here, Sir, a fine Turkey -ſhell Snuf. 
box, and fine Mangere, ſee here, [ / akes nuff affetec- 
ly.] The Captain learn'd me how to take t with an 
Air, 
| Ball. Oho! the Captain ! Now the Murder's out, 
and ſo the Captain taught you to take it wh an Air, | 

Rye. Yes, and give it with an Air too - Wil 
your Worſtup pleaie to taſte my Snuff ? 
[Offers the Box affeAed'y, 

Ball. You are a very apt Scholar, pretty Mad, And 
pray, what did you give the Captaln for theſe fire 
things 

77h He's to have my Pracher ſor-a Soldier, and 
two or three Sweet-hearts that I have in the Country, 
ttey ſhall all go with the Captain: O He's the fineſt 
Man, and the humbleft withal ; wou'd you believe it, 
Sir, he carry'd me up with him to his own Chamber, 
with as much Fam-mam-mill-yararality as if I had 
been the beſt Lady in the Land. 


- Bal. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as 
can be. 


Enter 
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Enter Plume V7 faging-. 
Plume. But i! ir at ſo 


With thoſe that go, 
Thro' Froft and 910W, 
. Moſt aprupo, 
My Maid with the Milking-pail. 
49 [Takes hold of Roſe. 


How, the Juſtice! then I'm 6 avaight, condemn'd, and 
executed. 


Ball. O, my noble Captain ! 

Roſe, And my noble Captain too, Sir. 

Plume: 'Sdeath, Child, are you mad ?—— Mr. Ba- 
lance, 1 am ſo full of Buſineſs about my Recruits, that 
I ha'n't a Moment's time to — I have juſt now tire 
or four People to ; 

Ba/l. Nay, Captain, I'muſt ſpeak to you 

Ro/e. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. 

Plume. Any other me, Sir —1 cannot for my | 


Life, Sir | 
Ball, Pray, "OOO 
Plume. Twenty thouſand Things 


| I wou'd-r- 

but—now, Sir, pray——Devil take me I can- 
 not—I muſt — [ Breaks mA 
Ball. Nay, Tl follow you, [Exit. 
Foje. And I too. [arts 


SCENE, The Walks by the Severn Sige. 


Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy. 

Mz. And, pray, was it a Ring, or Buckle, or Pen- 
dants, or Knors ? or in what Shape was the Almighty 
Gold transform'd, that has brib'd you ſo much in his 
Favour ? 

Luc. Indeed, Madam, the 1a Bribe I had from the 
Captain, was only a ſmall piece of Flanders Edging for 
Pinners. 

Mel. Ay, Flanders Lace is as conſtant a Preſent 
from Officers 0 their-Women, as ſomething elſe is 


6 from 


from their Women to them. They every Year brin; 
over a Cargo of Lace, to cheat the Queen of her Duty, 
and her Subje&ts of their Honeſty. _. 
Luc. They only barter one Soit of prohibited Goods 
for another, Madam. 
Mz), Has any of '*em been bartering with you, Mrs, 
Pert, that you talk ſo like a Trader ? 
| Luc. Madam, you talk as peeviſhly fo me, as if it 
were my Fault; the Crime is none of mine, tho' [ 
retend to excuſe it : 'Tho' he ſhou'd not ſee. you this 
Week, can [ help it ? But as I was ſaying, Madam— 
his Friend, Captain Plume, has ſo taken him up theſe 
two Days—. | 

Mel. Pſha ! wou'd his PF riend, the Captain, were 
ty'd upon his Back; I warrant, he has never been ſo. 
ber fince that confounded Ca tain came to Town: 
The Devil take all Officers, I ſay — they do the Na. 
| tion more harm by debauching us at home, than they 

do good by defending us abroad : No ſooner a Captain 
_ comes to 'Town, but all the young Fellows flock about 
him, and we can't keep a Man to ourſelves. 

'Luc. One wou'd imagine, Madam, by your Concern 
for Worthy's Abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him better 
when he's with you. 

Mel. Who told you, pray, that T was concern'd for 
his Abſence? Pm only vex'd that T've had nothing 
ſajd to me theſe two Days: One may like the Love, 
and deſpiſe the Lover, I hope ; ; as one may love the 
Treaſon, and hate the Traitor. Q ! here comes ano- 
ther Captain, and a Rogue that has the Confidence to 
make Love to me; but, indeed, I don't wonder at 


that, when he has the Affurance to fancy himſelf a 
fine Gentleman. 


Luc, If he __ ſpeak o'th' Aſlignation, I ſhou'd be Þ 


Tuin'd, [Afiae. 
_ , Enter Brazen. . . 

| Braz, True to the Touch, faith ! [Afde.] Ma- 

dam, I am your humble Servant, and all that, Ma- 


cam ? A tine River this ſame Szvern — Do you love 
FIS0G Madam ? 


Mt, 
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Mz. "Tis a pretty melancholy Amuſement for Lo- 
vers. ; ND 

Braz. I'll go buy Hooks and Lines preſently ; for 
you muſt know, Madam, that I have ſerv'd in Flan- 

ders againſt the French, in Hungary againſt the Turks, 
and in Tangzer againſt the Moors, and I was never ſo 
much in Love before; and ſplit me, Madam, in all 
the Campaigns I ever made, I have not ſeen ſo fine 
a Woman as your Ladyſhip. 5 
Mel. And from all the Men I ever ſaw, I never 
on ſo fine a Complement : But you Soldiers are the 
beſt bred Men, that we muſt allow. 
Braz. Some of us, Madam — But there are Brutes 
among us too, very ſad Brutes; for my own part, I 
have always had the good Luck to prove agreeable— 
I have had very conſiderable Offers, Madam—I might 
have marry'd a German Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand 
Crowns a Year, but her Stove diſguſted me. 'The 
Daughter of a Turkiſh Baſhaw fell in Love with me 
too, when I was Priſoner among the Infidels ; ſhe of- 
fer d to rob her Father of his Treaſure, and make her 
Eſcape with me : But I don't know how, my Time 
was not come ; Hi Ys and Marriage, you know, go 
by Deſtiny . Fate has reſerv'd me for a Shrophire Lady 
worth twenty thouſand Pound 
any ſuch Perſon, Madam ? | ; | 
_ Me', Extravagant Coxcomb ! [4/de.)] To be ſure, a 
great many Ladies of that Fortune wou'd be proud of 
| the Name of Mrs. Brazen. | | 

Bruz. Nay, for that matter, Madam, there are Wo- 
men of very good Quality of the Name of Brazen. 


Do you know 


Enter Worthy. 

Mel. O ! are you there, Gentleman ? —— Come, 
Captain,. we'll walk this Way, give me your Hand. 

Braz. My Hand, Heart's Blood and Guts are at your 

Service————— Mr. Worthy, your Servant, my Dear, 
[Exit. leading Melinda. 

Wer, Death and Fire! this is not to be borne, 


Enter: 
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Enter Plume. 

Pha No more it is, faith. 
Wor. What? | 

Plume. The March Beer at the Raven; I have been 
doubly ſerving the Queen—raiſing Men, and raiſing 
the Exciſe—Recruiting and EleQtions are Zare Friends 
to the Exciſe. 

Wir. You a'n't drunk. 

Plume, No, nv, whimſical only ; I cou'd be mighty 
fooliſh, and fancy myſelf __ witty. Reaſon lil! 
keeps its Throne, but it nods a little, that's all. 

Wor. Then you're juſt fit for a Frolick. _ 
oi Plume. As fit as cloſe Pinners for a Punk in the 

K---: 

Wor, There's your Play then, recover me that Veſ- 
ſel from that Tangerine. 

' Plume, She's well rigp'd, but how is ſhe mann'd? 

Wor. By Captain Brozen, that I told you of to- 
| A ſhe is call'd the Melinda, a Firit-Rate, I can | 
aſlure you ; ſhe ſheer'd off with him juſt now, on pur- 
poſe to affront me ; but according to your Advice I 
wou'd take no Notice, becauſe I wou'd ſeem to be 
above a Concern for her Behaviour ; but have a care 
of a Quarrel. 

Plume, No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in 
my Cups but an Oyſter Wench, ora Cook Maid ; and 
If they ben't civil, I knock 'em down. But heark'e, 
my Friend, I'll make Love, and I muſt make Love, 
1 _ you what, Ill make Love like a Platoon. 

/or. Platoon, how's that? 

RD I'll kneel, ſtoop, and ſtand, 'faith ; moſt La: 
dies are gain'd by Platooning. 

Wer. Here they come ; I muſt leave vbo. [Exit. | 

Plume. Soh ! now muſt I look as ſober, and as dex 
Mure, as a Whore at a Chriſtning. 


_ Enter Brazen and Melinda, 
7 99 Who's that, Madam ? 


Fl... A Brother-Offcer of yours, 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, 


Brat. 


« 
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 Braz. Ay — - My Dear [fo Plume. 
Plume. My Dear. {Run and embrace. 

Braz. My dear Boy, how 1s't? Your Name, my 
Dear? if I be not miſtaken I have ſeen your Face, 

Plume. I never ſaw yours in my Life, My Dear 
But there's a Face well known, as the Sun's, that ſhines 
on all, and is by all ador'd. 
 Brax, Have you any Pretentions, Sir ? 

Plume. Pretenſions ! | | | 

Braz, That is, Sir, have you ever ſerv'd abroad ? 


Plume. I have ſery'd at home, Sir, for Ages ſerved 


this cruel Fair—And that will ſerve the turn, Sir. 
Mel. So, between the Fool and the Rake, I ſhall 
bring a fine Spot of Work upon my Hands—I ſee 
Worthy yonder———] cou'd be content to be Friends 
with him, wou'd he come this Way. : [ Hfeae. 
Braz, Will you fight for the Lady, Sir? _ 
Plume, No, Sir, but Pll have her notwithſtanding, 


Thou Peerleſs Princeſs of Salopian's Plains, 0 — 
| Envy'd by Nymphs, and worſhipf'd by the Sewatns. 


| Brax, Oons, Sir, not fight for her! 
Plume. Prithee be quiet-—1I ſhall be out— 


Behold, how humbly does the Severn glide, 
To greet thee, Princeſs of the Severn Side. 


Brag. Don't mind him, Madam——If he were 
not ſo well dreſs*'d, I ſhou'd take him for a Poet=— 
But Pll ſhew you the Difference preſently—— Come, 
Madam,——- we'll place you between us, and now the 
longeſt Sword carries her. [Prawn 

Mel. [ Shrieking.] 
| Enter Worthy. : 

Oh! Mr. F/orihy, ſave me from theſe Madmen. 
[Exit with Worthy. 
Plume, Ha, ha, ha! why don't you follow, Sir ? 
and fight the bold Raviſker, | NS 2 

DT Brax. 
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\  Brazx.. No, Sir, you are my Man. : 
Plume. I don't like the Wages, I won't be your 
Man, | | 
Braz, Then you're not worth my Sword, 

Plume. No! Pray what did it coſt? | 
Bras. It coſt me twenty Piltoles in Fraxce, and m 
Enemies thouſands of Lives in Flanders. 


Plume, 'Then they had a dear Bargain. 
Enter Sylvia in Man's Apparel. 
Sy]. Save ye, ſave ye, Gentlemen. | 
Braz. My Dear! I'm yours. 
Plume. Do you know the Gentleman ? 
Braz, No, but I will preſently 
my Dear ? | | Pe | 
 $yl. Wilful; Fack Wilful, at your Service. 
 Braz. What, the Kentiſh Wilfuls, or thoſe of Staf- 
ford/hire. as 
Sy/. Both, Sir, both; I'm related to all the 1://ul; 
in Europe, and Pm Head of the Family at preſent. 
Plume. Do you live 1n this Country, Sir ? 
Syl. Yes, Sir, I live where I ſtand ; I have neither 
Home, Houſe, nor. Habitations, beyond this Spot of 
Ground, | 
Braz. What are you, Sir ? 
Syl. A Rake, 
Plume. In the Army, I preſume. 
Sy/. No, but'I intend to liſt immediately—Look'e, 
Gentlemen, he that bids the faireſt, has me. 
Braz. Sir, I'll prefer you, Ill make you a Corpo- 
_ ral this Minute. | | 
Plume. Corporal ! Pll make you my Companion, 
you ſhall eat with me. 
- Brax. You ſhall drink with me, | 
Plume. You ſhall ie with me, you young Rogue. 
. | T/JES. 
Braz. You ſhall receive your Pay, and do no Ds 
Sz/. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer. 


Your Name, 


Plunss 
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Plume, Pho, pho, pho ! P11 do more than all this ; 
111 make you a Corporal, and give you a Brevet fþr 
Serjeant. 

Braz. Can you read and write, Sir ? 

Sl. Yes. 

Braz. Then your Buſineſs is done 
you Chaplain to the Regiment. 

Sy]. Your Promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a loſs to. 
chule ; there 1s one Plume, that I hear much commend- 
ed, in Town ; pray which of you is Captain Plume ? 

Plume, Tam Captain Plume. 
Braz. No, no, I am Captain Plume. 
Syl. Hey day ! 
Plume. Captain Plume ! I'm your OBEY my / Dear. 
Bra. Captain Brazen / I am yours——the Fellow 
dares not fight. | 5 ah 


Enter Kite, 
Kite. Sir, if you pleafe 


lt make 


| [Goes to abies Plume. 
| Plume. No, no, there's your aptain. Capt. Plume, 
your Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtakes me for 
_ you: 
f Braz. He's an incorriaible Sot. ——Here, my Hec- 
tor of Holborn, here's forty Shillings for you, _ 
Plume, I forbid the Banes. —Look'e, Friend, you 
ſhall liſt with Captain Brazen, 
Syl. I will ſee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt; I will 
lit with Captain Plume, I am a Free-born Engliſhman, 
and will be a Slave my own Way—Look'e, Sir, will 
you ſtand by me! [Zo Brazen. 

Braz. I warrant you, my Lad. 

Syl. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To 
Plume] that you are an Igaorant, pretending, impu- 
dent Coxco 

Bras, Ay, a , a fad Dog. 
yl. A very fad Dog; give me the Money, noble 
Captain Plume, 

' P.ume. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen / 
& yl T1 wort, 


B ra% 
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Braz. Never mind him, Child, il end the Diſpute 

greſently—Hewk'e, my Dear. I 
[Takes Plume to one Side of the Stage, and en. 
tertains him in dumb Show. 

Kite. Sir, he in the plain Coat is Captain Plume, 1 
am his Serjeant, and will take my Oath on't. 

_, Syl, What! you are Serjant Kee, 

Kite. At your Service. 

Sy]. Then I would not. take your Oath for a Far. 
Kit A very underſtanding Youth of his Age ! Pray, 
Sir, let me look full in your Face ? Ped. 

Szl, Well, Sir, what have you to ſay to my Face ? 

Kite. The very Image of my Brother ; two Bullets 
" of the ſame Caliver were never ſo like : Sure it muſt 
be Charles, Charles —————— 


Syl. What d'ye mean by Charles ? yo 
Kite. The Voice too, only a little Variation in Efz 
ut flat : My dear Brother, for I muſt call you fo, if 
vou ſhould have the Fortune to enter into the moſt no- 
le Society of the Sword, I beſpeak you for a Com- 
rade. EO 
Sy. No, Sir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if any 
 Body's. = 
| Kite. Ambition there again ! ”Tis a noble Paffion 
for a Soldier ; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbext, 
Ambition ! I ſee a Commiſſion in his Face already : 
_ Pray, noble Captain, give me leave to falute you. 
| NOR { Offers to ki/5 her, 
Sz]. What, Men kiſs one another. 
Kite. We Officers do ; *tis our way ; we live toge- 
ther like Man and Wife, always either kifling or fight- 


ing :———But I fee a Storm coming, - 

Sy]. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Cap- 
tain by your knocking down the other. 
Kite. My Captain ſcorns Aﬀiſtance, Sir. 
 Brax. How are you contend for any thing, and 
«Not dare to draw your &word ? But you are a youn 


Fellow, and have not been much abroad ; I _ e 
wer | | at, 
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that ; but prithee reſign the Man, prithee do; you are 
a very honeſt Fellow. 

Plume. You lye ; and you are a Son of a Whore. 
Re [ Draws, and makes up to Brazen. 
Braz. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for 
the Lady ? [ Retiring, 
Plume. I always do—————But for a man Til fight 
Knee-deep ; ſo you lye again. [Plume and Brazen 
fight a Traverſe or Two about the Stage ; Sylvia draws, 
avho is held by Kite, auho ſounds to Arms with his 
Month ; takes Sylvia in his Arms, and carries her off 
the Stage, | | Gn. 
. Braz, Hold, where's the Man ? 
Plume, Gone. Be i TW. 
Braz. Then what do we fight for ? [Puts nup.] Now 
let's embrace, my Dear. | hk 
Plume, With all my Heart, my Dear. [ Putting up. } 
I ſuppoſe Kite has lifted hum by this time. [Embraces ; 
| - Kite looks in and ſings. 
Braz, You are a brave Fellow, I always fight with 
a Man before | make him my Friend ; and if once [ 
find he will fight, I never quarrel with him afterwards. 
———— And now [ll tell you a Secret, my dear Friend, 
that Lady we frighted aut of the Walk juſt now, 1 
found in bed this Morning So beautiful, ſo invi- 
ting———I preſently lock'd the Door ——But I am a 
Man of Honour But I believe I ſhall marry her 
nevertheleſs —Her twenty thouſand Pound, you know, 
will be a pretty Conveniency ——I had an Aflignation 
with her here, but your coming ſpoil'd my Sport. 
Curſe you, my Dear, but don't do fo agen ET. 
Plume, No, no, my Dear, Men are my Buſineſs at 
preſent, [ Exeunt. 


The End of the Third ACT. 
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KOO ROO 
NCT-Iv: 
SCENE, The Walk continues. 


Enter Roſe and Bullock, meeting, 


Rofe. Here have you been, you great Booby? 
ot you are always out of the way in the time 
_ of Preferment. | OPS et 

Bull, Preterment! who ſhou'd prefer me ? 

Roe. I wou'd prefer you ! who thou'd preter a Man 
but a Woman ? Come, throw away that great Club, 
hold up your Head, cock your Hat, and look big. 
Bull, Ah Rucfe, Ruefe, T fear fomey body wiil look 

big ſooner than Folk think of; 'i'his g: atcel Br-edivg 
never comes into the Country without a 'I'r* i of Fol 
lowers, ——— - Here has bce:: ( \;-rtavher, ior Sweets 
heart, what wil becom?2 of him ? 

Roſe. Look'e, I'm a great Voman, and will pro. 
vide tor my Relations : I cold the Captain how 
finely he play'd upon the 'Taber and Pipe, ſo he has 
ſet him down for Drum-Major. | 


Bull. Nay, Siſter, why did not you keep that Place 
for me ? you know I have always lov'd to be a drum- 
ming, if it were but on a Table, or on a Quart Pot, 


Enter Sylvia, 
Sy]. Had I but a Commiſion in my Pocket, I fancy 


my Breeches wou'd become me as well as any ranting 
Fellow of *em all; for I take a bold Step, a rakiſh 
Toſs, a ſmart Cock, and an impudent Air, to be the 
principal Ingredients in the Compoſition of a Cap- 
tain —— What's here ? Ro/e / my Nurſe's Daugh- 
ter! ll go and pratife——Come, Child, kiſs m 
Te > 
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at once, [Kits Roſe} and her Brother too !——Well, 
honeſt Dung ferk, do you know the difference between 
a Horſe and a Cart, and a Cart Horle, eh.? 

Bull. I preſume that your Worſhip is a Captain, by 
your Cloaths and your Courage. 

$1. Suppoſe I were, wou'd you be contented to lift, 
Friend ? 

Roje. No, no, tho? your Worſhip be a handſome 
Man, there be others as fine as. you; my Brother 1s 
engag*d to Captain Plume. + 

Sy/, Plume !. Do you know Captain Plume ? 

Bojh. Yes, I do, and he knows me — He took the 
Ribbands out of his Shirt Sleeves, and put %em into 
.my Shoes See there —1 can aſlure you that I 
can do any thing with the Captain. 

Bull, That is, in a modeſt Way, ST 
a care what you lay, Rouje, Goa t 
tage. 

Roe. Nay, for that matter, I am not ſo imple as 
to ſay that I can do any thing-with the Captain, but 
what I may do with any body elle. 

Syl.-So! And pray what do you expe from 
this Captain, Child ? 

Roſe. I expet, Sir!——I expet 
der'd ;:me to tell no. body. 
thould propoſe to marry me? _ 

Sy/. You ſhou'd have a care, my Dear, Men will 
promiſe any thing before-hand. 

Roje. I know that, but he promis'd to marry me_ 
afterwards. 

Bull, Wouns, Ruo/, what have you faid ? 

 Syl. Afﬀterwards ? After what ? 

Roje. Aﬀter I had fold my Chickens. 
there's no harm 1n that, 


Have 
ſhame your Parcn- 


But he or- 
But ſuppoſe that he 


I hope 


| Bates Plume, 


Plunt. What, Mr. wOYW: ſo cloſe with my Mar- 


Sl. 


ket Woman ! 
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$2. I'll try if he loves her. (A/ide.) Cloſe, Sir, ay, 
and cloſer yet, Sir.—-— Come, my pretty Maid, yoy/ 
and I will withdraw a little. 

Plume. No, no, Friend, I ha'n't done with her ye, 

\ Sz]. Nor have I begun with her, ſo I have as good 
Right as you have. 

Plume. Thou art a bloody zopadent Fellow. 

Syl. Sir, I wou'd qualify myſelf for the Service, 

Plume. Hait thou really a mand to the Service, 

Syl. Yes, Sir : So bet her _ 

Roſe. Pray Gentlemen do'nt be fo violent. 

Plume, Come, leave it to the Girl's own Choice— 
Will you belong to me, or to that Gentleman ? 

Refe. Let me conſider, you're both very handſome, 

Plume. Now the natural Inconſtancy of her Sex be- 
gins to work, 

Ro/e. Pray, Sir, what will you give me ? 

Bull. Dunna be angry, Sir, that my Sifter ſhould 
be Mexcenerary, for ſhe's but young, 

Sz/ Gave thee, Child !—TI'll ſet thee above "Wa 
aal; you ſhall have a Coach, with fix before and fix 
baking ; an Equipage to make Vice faſhionable, and 
put Virtue out of Countenance, 

Plume. Pho, that's eaſily done ; I'll do more for 
thee, Child, I'll buy you a Furbeloe-Scarf, and give 
you a Ticket to ſee a Play. 

Bull. A Play! Wauns, Rue/e, take the Ticket, and 

let's ſee the Show. 

* Ol. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, Pl go 
Jiſt with Captain Brazen this Minute, 
Plume. Will you liſt with me if I give up my Title? 
Szl. I will. 


Plume. Take her , Pll change a Woman for a Man 
at any time, 

Roje. I have heard before, indeed, that you Cap- 
tains us'd to fell your Men. 

Bull. Pray, Captain, do not ſend Rue to the Wef- 
ern Indies. 

Plume, Ha, ha, ha, We FI Indies | ! No, no, my ho- 

Reſt Lad, give me thy Hand ; nor you, nor ſhe, ſhall 

move 
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move & ſtep farther than I do———This Gentleman is 
one of us, and will be kind to you, Mrs. Ro/+. 
Roe. But will you be ſo kind to me, Sir, as the 
Captain wou'd ? 
- $1. I can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my Cir- 
# cumitances are not ſo good as the Captain's ; but I'll 
take Care of you, upon my Word. | . 
Plume. Ay, ay, we'll all take Care of her ; ſhe ſhall 
live like a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be—— 
What wou'd you be ? | oy 
Bull. O Sir ! If you had not promis'd the Place of 
Dram-Major—— Ge ion 
Plume. Ay, that is promis'd ———But what think 
you of Barrackx-Maſter ? You are a Perſon of Under- 
ftanding, and Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be, But 
what's become of this fame Cartwheel you told me of, 
| my Dear ? | | : | 
Roſe. We'll go fetch him.—— Come, Brother Bar- 
rack-Maſter ———— We ſhall find you at home, no- 
ble Captain ? —_  [\Exeunt Roſe and Bullack. 
Plume. Yes, yes ; and now, vir, here are your for- 
ty Shillings, | 
Szl. Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting Money ; 
9 On. 3 y g Y 
if I do ſerve, tis purely for Love of that Wench, 
I mean —— For you muſt know, that among my 
other Sallies, I have ſpent the beſt part of my For-_ 
tane in ſearch of a Maid, and could never find one 
hitherto ; ſo you may be aſſur'd I'd not ſell my Free- | 
dom under a leſs Purchaſe than I did my Eſtate—So 
before I liſt, I muſt be certify'd that this Girl is a 
Virgin. = 
ume. Mr: Wilfal, I can't tell you how you can be 
certify'd in that Point till you try ; but upon my Ho- 
nour ſhe may be a Veſtal for ought that I know to 
the contrary._——1 gain'd her Heart indeed by ſome 
trifling Preſents and Promiſes, and knowing that the 
beſt Security for a Woman's Heart is her Perſon, I 
wou'd have made myſelf Maſter of that too, had not 
the Jealouſy of my impertinent Lanilady interpor'd 
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Sy/. So you only want an Opportunity for accom. 
pliſhing your Deſigns upon her. | 
Plume, Not at all; 1 have already gain'd my End;, . 
which were only the drawing in one or two of her 
Followers. "The Women, you know, are the Load. 
ſtones every where ; gain the Wives, and you are ca- 
reſs'd by the Huſbands; pleaſe the Miſtreſs, and you 
are valu'd by the Gallants ; ſecure an Intereſt with the 
fineſt Women at Court, and you procure the Favour of 
tlie greateſt Men=——>—— So kiſs the prettieſt Coun. 
try Wenches, and you are ſure of lifling the luſtic 
Fellows. Some people may call this Artifice, but I 
term it Stratagem, ſince it 15 ſo main a part of the 
Service Beſides, the Fatigue of Recruiting 1s fo 
intolerable, that unleſs we cou'd make ourſelves ſome 
_ pleaſure amidſt the Pain, no mortal Man wou'd be able 
to bear it. | 
Syl. Well, Sir, I am fatisſy'd as to the Point in De- 
bate 3 but now let me beg you to lay aſide your Re- 
cruiting Airs; put on the Man of Honour, and tell W 
me plainly w hat Uſage I muſt expect when I am under 
your Command ? Cons | 
Plume. You muſt know, in the firſt place, then, 
that I hate to have Gentlemen in my Company ; for 
they are always troubleſome and expenſive, ſometimes 
dangerous ; and *tis a conſtant Maxim amongtt us, that 
thoſe who know the lealt, obey the beſt. Notwith-_ 
ſtanding all this, I find ſomething ſo agreeable about 
| you, that engages me to court your Company ; and 
can't tell how it 1s, but I ſhou'd be unealy to ſee you 
| under the Command of any body elſe—— Your 
if Uſage will chiefly depend upon your Behaviour ; only 
ii this you muſt expeR, that if you commit a ſmall Fault, 
| 1 will excuſe 1t ; if a great one, I'll diſcharge you ; for 
ſomething tells me, I ſhall not be able to puniſh you. 
_ $yl. And ſomething tells me, that if you do dil- 
charge me, twill be the greateſt Puniſhment you can 
| inflict; for were we this Moment, to go upon the 
i greateſt Dangers in your Profeſſion, they wou'd Rd 


{| : I 
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Jeſs terrible to me, than to ſtay behind you ——— And 
now your Hand, this liſts me And now you are | 
,my Captain. 

Plume. Your Friend. [ Xi/es her.) *Sdeath ! There's 
ſomething in this Fellow that charms me. 

S;1. One Favour I mult beg This Aﬀair will 
make ſome noiſe, and I have ſome Friends that wow'd 
cenſure my Condu&, if I threw myſelf into the Cir- 
cumſtance of a private Centinel of my own Head—_ 
I muſt therefore take care to be impreſt by the At of 
Parliament, you ſhall leave that to me. | 

_ Plume. What you pleaſe as to that- Will 
you lodge at my Quarters in the mean time ? You ſhall 
have part of my Bed. 

Syl, O fye! Lie with a common Soldier! Wou'd 
rot you rather lie with a common Woman ? 

Plume. No, faith, I'm not that Rake that the World 
imagines; I have got an Air of Freedom, which 
People miſtake for Lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake 
| Formality in others for Religion—The World is all a 
Cheat ; only I take mine, which 1s undeſign'd, to be 
more excuſable than theirs which is hypocritical. LI 
hurt no body but myſelf, and they abuſe al] ooaamed 
—— Will you lie with me ? | 

Sy/. No, no, Captain, you forget Reſe; ſhe's to be 
my Bedfellow, you know. 

Plume. I had forgot ; pray be kind to her, 


[Exeunt owes 


Enter Melinda and Lucy, 

Mel. "Tis the greateſt Misfortune in Nature for a 
Woman to want a Confident : We are ſo weak, that 
we can do nothing without Aſiſtance, and then a Se- 
cret racks.us-worſe than the Cholick 
Minute fo ſick of a ſecret, that I'm ready to faint a- 
Way Help me, Lucy. 

Luc. Bleſs me, Madam ! what's'the Matter ? | 

Mel. Vapours only, I begin to recover——If Sy/- 
via were in Town, I could heartily forgive her Faults | 
for the Eaſe of FOPrGY my own. 


Luc, 


I am at this 
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Luc. You're thoughtful, Madam ! am not I worthy 


| to know the Cauſe ? 


Mel. You are a Servant, and a Secret may make 
you ſaucy. RE TT 
Luc. Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a Cauſe, 


Madam. 

Mel. Cauſe or not Cauſe, I muſt not loſe the Plea. 

ſurc of chiding when I pleaſe ; Women muſt diſcharge 
_ their Vapours ſomewhere, and before we get Huſband; 

our Servants muſt expeCt to bear with em. 


Luc. Then, Madam, you had better raiſe me to a 
Degree above a Servant : You know my Family, and 
that 500 /. wou'd ſer me upon the foot 'of a Gentle. 
woman, and make me worthy the Confidence of 
any Lady in the Land; beſides, Madam, 'twill ex- 
tremely encourage me in the great Deſign I now have 
in hand. | ghd 

Mel. I don't find that your Deſign can be of any 
great Advantage to you : "Twill pleaſe me, indeed, in 
the Humour I have of being reveng'd on the Fool for 
his Vanity of making Love to me, ſo 1 don't much 
care if I do promiſe you five hundred Pound upon my 
Day of Marriage. SE; = 

Luc, This is the way, Madam, to make me dili- 
gent in the Vocation of a Confident, which I think is I 
generally to bring People together. | 

Mel. O Lucy ! T can hold my Secret no longer : You 
muſt know, that hearing of the famous Fortune-teller 
in Town, I went diſguis'd to ſatisfy a Curioſity, which 


| has coſt me dear : That Fellow is certainly the Devil, 


or one of his Boſom-Favourites, he has told me the 
moſt ſurprizing 'Things of my paſt Life ?—— 

Luc. Things paſt, Madam, can hardly be reckon'd 
ſurprizing, becauſe we know them already. Did he 
tell you any thing ſurprizing that was to come? _ 

Me. One thing very ſurprizing ; he ſaid I ſhou'd 
die a Maid! | 

Luc. Die a Maid ! Come into the World for no- 
thing—Dear Madam, if you ſhou'd believe him, it 


might come to paſs; for the bare thought on't y ” 
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"kilt one in four and twenty Hours =——And did you 
aſk him any Queſtions about me ? | | A 
M1. You! Why, I paſs'd for you. MRS 
Luc. So tis I that am to die a Maid—<— —Bat the 
Devil was a Lyar from the beginning, he can't make 
me die a Maid——T have: put it out of his Power al- 
Mel. I do-but jeft, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, 
and calld myſelf Lucy; but he preſently told me my 
Name, my ' Quality, my Fortune, and gave me the 
whole Hiſtory of my Life——He told me of a Lover 
I had in this Country, and deſcribed Worthy exattly, 
but in'nothing ſo well as in his preſent Indifference. 
—— —] fled to him for Refuge here to-day, he never 
ſo much-as encouraged me in «my fright,” but coldly 
'told me, that he was ſorry for the Aceident, becauſe 
it might give the Town cauſe to cenſure my ConduQ, 
-excus'd his not waiting on me home, made me a care- 
Jeſs Bow, and walk'd of; *Sdeath ! 'I cou'd have 
ſtab'd him, or myſelf, *twas the fame thing——Yon- 
.der he comes——I- 1 will ſo uſe hm! | 
- Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the For- 
tune-teller told you : Men are ſcarce, and as "Times 
go, it is not impoſlible for a Woman: to die a Maid, 


| Emer Worthy. 
Mel, No matter. 1 TY 
_ Worx. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt firike while the 
Iron is hot You have a great deal of Courage 
Madam, to venture into the Walks where you were 
1o lately frighten'd. gn Hora, 
| Mel. And you have a quantity of Impudence to ap- 
pear before me, that you have ſo lately affronted, 
». Yor. I had no deſign to affront you, nor appear be- 
fore you either, Madam : I left you 'here, becauſe I 
Had Buſineſs in another Place, and came hither think- 
ing to meet another Perfon. - 
_Me;. Since you find yourſelf diſappointed, 'I hope 
you'll withdraw to- ntiviheripare of the 'Wak. 
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Wor. The Walk is broad enough for us both. [Ty 
ewalk by one another, he with his Hat cock'd, ſpe fret 
ting and tearing her Fan.) Will you pleaſe to take Snuff, 
Madam ? | He offers her lis Box, ſhe firikes it out of 


his Hand ; while he is gathering it up, Brazen takes 
wi dana the Waiſt, fee cuffs him. 


| Enter Brazen. 
' Brax. What here before me, .my Dear! 
Mel]. What means this Infolence? _ 
. Luc. Are you mad ! Don' t you ſee Mr. Worthy #4 
[To Brazen. 

Braz, No, no, I'm firnck blind—#/rthy ! odfo! 
well turn'd My Miſtreſs has Wit at her Fingers. 
ends—— Madam, I aſk your Pardon, 'tis our way 
abroad—— Mr. Worthy, you are the happy Man. 
Wor. 1 don't envy your Happineſs very much, if 
the Lady can afford no other ſort of Favours but what 
ſhe has beſtow'd upon you. | 

Mel. I am ſorry the Favour miſcarry'd, fori it was 
_ defign'd for you, Mr. Worthy ; and be aflur'd *tis the 
| Jaſt and only Favour you muſt expe at my Hands.,— 
Captain, I aſk your Pardon [Exit with Lucy, 

Braz. I grant it——You ſee Mr, Worthy, 'twas 
only a Random-ſhot, it might have taken off your 
Head as well as mine ; Courage, my Dear, 'tis the 
Fortune of War; but the Enemy has thought fit to 
withdraw, I think. 

Wor. Withdraw ! Oons, Sir ! what d' Ye: mean by 


i 


withdraw ? 

Brax. I'll ſhew you. 
\f Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's Ad- 
l vice has ruin'd me: *Sdeath |! why ſhould I, that 


[| | knew her haughty Spirit, be rul'd by a Man that's a. 
| Stranger to her Pride? 


Fm 
— 


| Enter "IH | i 
| Plume Ha, ha, ha, a Battle Royal : Don't frown 
[i Of ſo, Man, ſhe's your own, I tell you: I ſaw the Fury 
[1 of her Love in the Extremity of her Paſſion : The 
| bh . Wildneſs 
it Fu 
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Wildneſs of her Anger is a certain Sign that ſhe. loves 
you to Madneſs. "That Rogue Ke ,- An the Battle 
with abundance of Condugt, and will bring you off 
victorious, my Lafe on 't; ; he plays his part admirably, | 
ſhe's to be with him again preſently. | 
Vier. But what cou'd be the Meaning of Brazex's 
Familiarity with her ? 

Plume. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
Conſequences from the Aftions of Fools: "There's. no 
arguing by the Rule of Reaſon upon a Science with- 
eut Principles, and ſuch 1s. their Condu&t Whim, 
unaccountable Whim, hurries *em on like a Man drunk 
with Brandy before ten a-Clock in the Morning 
But we "ug our Sport—— Kite has RT above an 
hour ago, let's away. - * | [Exeunt. 


SCENE, A Chamber; a Table with Books and 
c Globes. | . 


Kite di ard ina ; frange Habit, fitting at a Table. 
Kite. [ Rijing,)] By the Poſition of the Heavens, 
ain'd from my Obſervation upon theſe Celeſtial 
Globes, I find that Lana was a Tyde-waiter, Sol a 
Surveyor, , Mercury a Thief, Venus a Whore, Saturn an 
Alderman, Jupiter a Rake, and Mars a Serjeant of 
Granadeers ; and this is the CEILG of Kite the Con- 


J UTOT, 


Enter Mw and Wor. 

Plume. Well, what Succeſs ? Bans 

Kite, I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor 
already ; one's to be. a. Captain of Marines, and the 
other a Major of A ts RG RSRY" Hu am to manage 
them at Night Have you ſeen the Lady, Mr. 
Worthy ? | 

Wor. Ay, but it won't do —Have you ſhew'd 
her her Name, that I tore off from the bottom of the 
Letter ? ' 

Kite. No, Sir, I as that for the laſt Stroke, 

Plume, What Letter ? 

L 2 Wer : 
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' For. One that I wou'd not let you fee, for fear that 
: you ſhow'd break Windows in good earneſt, Here, 
. Captain, put it into your Pocket-Book, and have it 
. ready upon-Occaſfion. [Knocking at the Door, 
Kite. Officers to your Poſts. Tycho mind the Dogr, 
 [Exennt Plume and Worthy. Servant opens the Dowr, 


| Enter a Smith. 
- Smith, Well, Maſter, are you the Cunving Man? 
- Kite, I am the learned Copernicus. 
Smith. Well, Mafter, Pm but a poor Man, and 
.can't afford above a. Shilling for my Fortune. 
Kite. Perhaps that is more than tis worth. 
Smith. Look'e, DoRor, let te have ſomething that's 
. good for my cmr'0y, or I'll have my Money agam. 
_ Kite, If there be Faith in the Stars, you ſhall have 
. your Shilling forty-fold———Your. Hand, Countryman, 
you're by-Trade a Smirh, 
Smith. How the Devil ſhou'd you know. that ? 
_ Kite. Becauſe the Devil and you are Brother-Tradel- 
mien —— You 'were born under F orceps. 
Smith. Forceps ! what's that ? 
' Kite. One of the Signs: There's Leo, Sagittarius, 
- Forceps, Furnes, Dixmiide, Namur, Broffels, Gharhkerey, 
and ſo forth—-—Twelve of *em t-me fee—— 
Did you ever make any Bombs or Cannon-Bullets ? ? 

Smith, Not-I. 

Kite. You either have or will——The Stars have 
.decreed, that you ſhall b-————1 muſt have more 
Money, Sir Your Fortune's great. 

Smith. Faith, DoQor, I have no-more. 

Kite. O Sir, PII truſt: -you, and take it out of "uw 
Arrears. | 

Smith. Arrears | what Arrears ? 
 _ Kite, The five hundred Pound that's owing to. you 
:from the Government, 
. Smith, Owing mg! 


th 
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- Rite. Owing you, Sir——Let me: ſee your Y'other- 
Hand, I beg your Pardon, it will be owing to. 
you: And the Rogue of an Agent will demand Fifty 
per Cent. for a Fortnight's Advance. 
Smith. I'm 1n the Cloud*s, Door, all this while. 
_ Kite. Sir, T am above %em, among the Starg——- 
In-two Years, three Months and two Hours, you wall - 
be made Captain of the Forges to the Grand Train of . 
Artillery, and will have ten Shillings a Day, and two | 
Servants ——*T'is the Decree of the Stars, and of the 
fix'd Stars, that are as immoveable as your Anvil—— 
Strike, - Sir, whale the Iron 1s hot Fly, Sir, be. 
one. L © OY 
Smith, What ! what wou'd you: have me do, Doc- 
tor ? I wiſh the Stars wou'd put me in a way for this. 
fine Place. | | | 
Kite. The Stars do——let me ſee——ay, about 
an Hour hence walk careleſly into the Market-place, - 
and you'll ſee a tall, fender Gentleman, buying a ' 
Pennyworth of Apples, with. a Cane hanging upon 
his Button——Thas Gentleman will aſk you what's a - 
Clock———He's your Man, and the Maker of your -- 
Fortune——Follow him, follow him-——And now go. 
home, and take leave of your Wife and Children; an-. 
Hour hence exactly is your time. 
Smith. A tall Gander Gentleman, you ſay, with a 
Cane ! Pray, what ſort of a Head, has the Cane ? 
Kite, An Amber Head with a black Ribband, 
Smith, And pray of what Employment is the Gen- - 
tleman? OY: | 
Faye Let me ſee, he's either 4 Colleger of the Ex- 
ciſe, or a Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Grenadiers 
—— 1 can't ka i" oh which—— but he'll call you - 
honeſt——-your Name is RS 
Smith. T hemas. 
| Kite. He'll call you honeſt Tor. | 
Smith, But how the Devil ſhou'd he know my. 


Name ? 


Z 


Kite, O there are ſeveral ſorts of T oms———=Tom of 
Lincoln, Tom tit, Tom Tell-Truth, Tom o' Bedlam, and © 
7 : ORs + By = Tom- 
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Tom Fool——be gone——An Hour hence preciſely, 
| [ Knocking at the Du, 
Smith. You ſay, he'll aſk me what's a Clock ? 
Kite. Moſt certainly And you'll anſwer you 
don't know And be ſure you look at St. Mary's 


Dial; ſor the Sun won't ſhine, and if it ſhou'd, you 
won't be able to tell the Figures. 


Smith, IT will, I will. FORE Exit... 
Plume, Well done, Cage, go on and proſper. 
| (Behind, | 


Enter a Butcher. 
Kite. What, my old Friend P/uck the Butcher !— 
T offer'd the ſurly Bull-dog five Guineas this Morning, 
and he refus'd it. _ [ Afrae, 

But. So, Mr. Conjurer, here's Half a Crown— 
And now you muſt underſtand 
, Kite. Hold, Friend, I know your Buſineſs before- 

and 

But. You're deviliſh cunning then, for I don' t well 
know it mylelf. 

Kite, I know more than you, Friend————— You 
have a fooliſh Saying, that ſuch a one knows no more 
than the Man in the Moon : I tell you, the Man in 
the Moon knows more than all the Men under the 
Sun : Don't the Moon ſee all the World ? 

But. All the World ſee the Moon, I muſt confeſs, 

Kite. Then ſhe muſt ſee all the World that's certain 
' —— Give me your Hand- You're by Trade, ei- 

ther a Butcher or a Surgeon. | | 

But. True, I am a Butcher. 

Kite. Ard a Surgeon you will be, the Pploymens 
differ only in the Name. He that can cut up an 
Ox, may difle& a Man ; and the ſame Dexterity that 

cracks a Marrowbone, will cut off a Leg or an Arm. 
. FHNut. What d'ye mean, wevagi] what d'ye mean? 

Kite, Pattence Patience, Mr. Saurgeon-General ; the 
Stars are great Bodies, and move ſlowly. 

But, But what d'ye mean by Surgeon-Genera/, Doc- 


tor? | 
Kitty 
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' Kite. Na, Sir, if your Worſhip won't have Pati- 
ence, I muſt beg the Favour of your Worſhip's Ab- 
ſence. 

But, My Worſhip ! my Warſtup! but Be my 
Worſhip ? 

Kite. Nay then, I have done. 

But. Pray, DoQor 

Kite. Fire and Fury, Sir ! [Riſes in a Paſſiom.] Do 
you think the Stars will be harry'd ? Do the Stars 
owe you any Money, Sir, that you dare to dun their 
Lordſhips at this Rate ? Sir, I'm Porter to the 
Stars, and I am order'd to let no Dun come near their 
Doors. 

But. Dear DoQtor, I never hat any dealing wick the 
Stars, they don't owe me a Penny But fince you 
are their Porter, pleaſe to accept of this Half Crown 
to Crink their Healths, and dor't be angry. 

Kite, Let me {ee your Hand then once more 
Here has'been Gold Five Guineas, my Friend, in 
this very Hand this Morning. 

*.. But, Nay, then he is the Devil——Pray, DcQor, 
were you' born of a Woman? or, did you come into 
the World of your own Head ? | 

Kite. That's a Secret This Gold was offer'd 


you by a proper handſome Man, call'd Hawk, or Buz- 
zard, Or 


| But. Kite you mean, 

Kue. Ay, ay, Kite, 

But. As arrant a Rogue as ever carry'd a Halberd. 
The impudent Raſcal. wou'd have decoy'd ie for a 
Soldier, 

Kite, A Soldier! a Man of your Subſtance for a Sal- 
dier ! Your Mother has a hundred Pound in hard Mo- 


ney, lying at this Minate in the Hands of a Mercer, 
not forty Yards from this Place, 


But, Oons ! and fo 'ſhe has, but very few know ſo 
much, 


Kite, I know it, and that Rogue, what* $ his Name, 
Kite, knew it, and offer'd you hve Guineas to liſt, be- 


L 4 cauſe 
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cauſe he knew your poor Mother wou'd give the 
Hundred for your Diſcharge, <5 : 

But, There's a Dog now ———'sﬆeſh, DoRor, Pl! 
give you t'other Half Crown, and tell me that this 
ame Ke will be hang'd., at Bk 

Kite, He's in as much danger as any Man- in the 
County of Sap. a, by 
But. Thee's your Fee but you have forgot. 
the Surgeon-General all this while. | 
Kite. You put the Stars in a Paſſion. [ Looks on his 
 Bocks.) But now they are paciſy'd agen——— Let me 
ſee, did you never cut off a Man's Leg ? 

But. No. TI 

Kite. RecolleQ, pray. 

But. 1 ſay, no. | 

Kite, That's ſtrange, wonderſal ſtrange-; but no- 
thing 1s ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful Changes have 
I feen——'The Second, or Third, ay, the Third Cam- 
paign that you make in Flanders, the Leg of a great 
Ofticer will be ſhatier'd by a great Shot, you will be 
there accidentally, and with your Cleaver chop off the 
Limb at a Blow ! In ſhort, the. Operation will be per- 
form'd with ſo much Dexterity, that with general Ap- 
plauſe you will be made Surgeon-General of the who!e. 
- Ay. -... or | 

But, Nay, for the matter of cutting off a Limb, 
I'll de't, I'll do't with any Surgeon in Exrope ; but] 
have no Thoughts of making a Campaign. 
Kite. You have no 'Thoughts ! what's matter for 
your 'Thoughts, the Stars have decreed it, and you. 
muſt. $0. Re 

But. The Stars decree it ! Oons, Sir, the Juſtices 
ca'nt preſs me. | 

Kite, Nay, Friend, 'tis none of my Buſineſs, I have 
done ; only mind this, you'll know more an Hour 
and half hence, that's all, farewel. . | 
But. Hold, hold, Do&or. Surgeon-General ! What 
is the Place worth, pray ? 


Kite. Five hundred Pounds a. Year, befides Guineas 
for Claps, 


Bute. 


But. Five hundred > a Year !—An Hour 
and Half hence, 


Kite. Prithee, <p be quiet, ans be trouble- 
ſome, here*s ſuch a Work to make a Booby Butcher” 


accept of Five hundred Pound a year 
muſt hear it 


But if you 
PH tell you in ſhort, you'll be ftand- 


ing in your Stall an Hour and an Half hence, and a - 
Gentleman will come by with a Snuff-box in his Hand, - . 
and the Tip of his Handierchief hanging gut of his 


right Pocket ; he'll aſk you the Price of a of Veal, 


and at the fame time ſtroak your great Dog upon' the. i 


Head, and call him Chopper. 


But. Mercy on us ! Chopper is the Dog's Name. 
Kite. Look'e there—— What I fay is' true 


Things that are to come, muſt come- to paſi—Ger ; 


you home, ſell off your Stock, don't mind the Whi- 
ning and the Snivelling of your "Mother and your Siſter 


what Money you can, and follow that Gentleman, his 
Name begins with a P,——mind that There will 


be the Barber's Daughter too, that you promis*d Mar- - 
F* pulling and. halling you to - 


rage to——ſhe wil 


pleces. 


Tip of his Handkerchief out of his left Pocket. - 


Kite. No, no, his right Pocket if it be the left, 


tis none of the Man. .. 


But. Well, well, PU mind him: - [Exit. 


Plume, "The right Pocket, you ſay. * 


[ P:bind with his Pocket. Biuk, | 
Kite, I hear the reliing of Silks: [Knocking] Fly, 


Sir, 'tis Madam Melinda. - 


Enter Melinda-and. Lay. 
Kite. T ycho, Chairs for. .the Ladies:< . 


_n Don't trouble yourſelf, we ſhan't ſtay, Doc: 1 


Obs Your lay: is to tofluy muck longer than you 
imagine. .- 


L's, Me. 
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Women always hinder Preferment—— make 


But. What ! know Sally too? He's the Devil, and - 
he muſt needs go that the Devil drives. {Ganp,] The - 


a eter RS 4 
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Mel. For what ? 

Kite. For a Huſband For your part, Madam, 
you won't ſtay for a Huſband, [To Lucy, 


Luc. Pray, Door, do you converſe with the Stars, 
or the Devil ? 


Kite, With both; when I have the Deftinies of Men 
in ſearch, I conſult the Stars ; when the Aﬀairs of Wo- 


men come under my Hands, I adviſe with my tother 
Friend. | 


Mel. And have you rais'd the Devil upon my ac- 


count ? 


Kite. Yes, Madam, and he's now abder the Table, 
| Luc. Oh Heavens protect us ! Dear Mags, let $ ” 
gone. 


Kite. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 
conſult him ? 


Mel. Don't fear, F vol ; do you think, Sir, that be- 


cauſe I am a Woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my 


Reaſon, or frighted out of =y Senſes ? Come, fhew 
me this Devil. 


Kite. He's a little buſy at preſent; 3 but when he has 
done, he ſhall wait on you. 

Mel. What is he doing? + 

Kite, Writing your Name in his Pocket-Book.. 

Mel. Ha, ha! my Name! Pray what have you or 
he to. do with my Name ? 

Kite. Look'e, fair Lady the Devil 4 is a very 
modeſt Perſon, he ſeeks no > body, unleſs they ſeek 
him firſt ; he's chain'd up like a MafſtiF, and can't fir, 
unleſs he be let looſe——You come to-me to have 
Pur Fortune told —— Do you think, Madam, that 

can anſwer you of my. own Head ? No, Madam, 
the Aﬀairs of Women are ſo irregular, that nothing 


| Teſs than the Devil can give any Account of 'em. Now 


to convince you of your Ineredulity, P11 ſhew you a 
Trial of my Skill-——Here, you Cacademo del Plumo 
exert your Power, draw me this Lady's Name, 
the Word Melinda, in proper Letters and CharaQters 
of her own Hand-writing- do it at three Motions 


—_ 0 vin three 5 Gone --—- Now, 
Vincan, 
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Madam, will you pleaſe to ſend your Maid to fetch - 


it ? 
Luc. I fetch it! the Devil fetch me if I do. 


Me:l. My Name in my own Hand-writing ! that 


wou'd be convincing indeed. 

Kite. Seeing's believing. [Goes to the Table, lifts up 
the Carpet.) Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give: me the 
Bone, Sirrah. There's your Name upon that ſquare 
_ piece of Paper, behold 
Mel. *Tis wonderful, my very Letters to a ted, E 
Luc. *Tis like your Hand, Madam, but not ſo like 


your Hand neither; and now I look nearer, 'tis not ; 


like your Hand at all. 


Kite. Here's a Chamber-maid now- will out-lye * 
Devil! 


Luc. Look'e, Madam, they ſha'n't impoſe upon us ; 


People can't. remember their Hands; no more hey 


they can their Faces— Come, Madam, let us be 
certain, write your Name upon this Papers then we nu 
compare *em. 


[Takes out a Paper, and folds it. 

Kite, Avy thing for your vatialatins, Madam —— 
here's Pen and Ink. 

- | [Melinda avrites,. Lucy holds the Paper. 

Luc. Let me ſee it,. Madam : 'tis the ſame—— the 

very ſame But Pl ſecure one Copy for my own 


Afar, -: [ Ajade. 
Met, This: i IS Demonſtration: 


- Kite. *Tis fo, Madam— —The Word Diminitis: 
tion comes from Demen the Father of Lies. | 


Mel, Well,. Doctor, I am convinc'd ; - and now, 
pray, what Account can you give of. uy. future For- 


tune ? 


| K:te.. Before the Sun. has. made ons Courſe round. 
this earthly Globe, your Fortune wall. be fix*d for Hap- 


| pinels, or Miſery: 
' Mel. What! So near. the Crifis of my Fate ! 


Kite, Let me ſee——About the Hour of Ten to» 
morrow Morning you will be ſaluted by a Gentleman, 
who.will come to take his Leave of you, being de- 

ligned. 
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Ffign'd for Trayel ; his Intention of going abroad is 
1udden, and the Occaſion a Woman, Your Fortune 
and his are like the Bullet and the Barrel, one runs 
plump into the other——In ſhort, 1f the Gentleman 
travels, he will die abroad ;. and if he does, you will 
die before he comes home. 
_ Mel. What fort of Man is he ? 
Kite. Madam, he's a fine Gentleman, and a Lover; 
ag a Man of very good Senſe, and a very great 
00 
Mel. How is that poſſible, DaRor ? 
Kite. Becauſe, Madam -becauſe it is fo—— 
A oma 5 Reaſon is the beſt for a Man's being a 
Foo 
Mel, Ten a-Clock, you ſay ? 
Kite, 'Ten- about the Hour of Tea-drinking -1 
throughout the Kingdom. | 
Mel. Here, Door. [Gives Money.) Lucy, have you 
any queſtions to aſk ? 
Luc. Oh, Madam! a thoukad.- 
Kite, 1-muſt beg your Patience till another 'Time; _ 
for I expe&t more Company this Minute ; beſides, [ 
mult diſcharge the Gentleman under the Table. 
Luc. O pray, Sir, diſcharge us firſt ! 
Kite, Tycho, wait on the Ladies down Stairs. 
[Exennt Melinda and Lucy, . 


| Enter Worthy and Plume. _. 

Kite. Mr. Worthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me Joy 

to-day, I hope to be able to return the Complement 
_ to-morrow, 

Wor. Vil make it the beſt Complement to you that. 
ever I made in my Life, 1f you do; but I muſt be a 
Traveller, you ſay ? 

Kite. No farther than the Chops of the Channel, L: 
preſume, Sir. 

Plum}, That we have concerted already. { Knock- 
ing hard. ] Hey wy Lets don't "projets Midwifry, 
Door ? ? 


4, NG | Kite, | 
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. Kite. Away to your Ambuſcade. : 
© [Exeunt Plume and Worthy... 


| Enter Brazen. 

Braxz. Your Servant, Servant, my Dear. 

Kite. Stand off, I have my Familiar already.. 

Braz. Are you bewitch'd, my Dear ? | 
Kite. Yes, my Dear : but mine is a peaceable Spirit, 
and hates Gunpowder. "Thus I fortify myſelf ; [Draws 
a Circle round him.) and now, Captain, have a care + 
how you force my Lines. - ge 19 ae 
Bras. Lines! What doſt talk of Lines! You have 

ſomething like a Fiſhing-rod there, indeed ; but I come . 
to be acquainted with you, Man, What's your 
Name, my Dear?” 7. 

Kite, Conundrum. WO 

Braz. Conundrum! Rat me, I'knew a famous Doc. 
tor in London of your Name — Where were: you born ? 
Kite, I was born in Algebra. | 

Braz. Algebra! "Tis .mo Country in Chriftendon, 
I'm ſare, unleſs it be ſome Place in the Highlands in 
Scotland. oy | Mn 

Kite. Right——T told you I was bewitch'd. 

Braz. So am I, my Dear; I1 am going to be mar- 
Ty'd——T have had two Letters from a Lady of For- 
tune that loves me to Madneſs, Fits, Cholick, Spleen, 
and Vapours——ſhall I marry. her in four-and-twenty 
Hours, ay, or no? 

___ Kite, Certainly, 

Braz. I ſhall! 

Mite. Certainly : Ay, or'no. . But, I muſt have the 
Year and the Day of the Month .when theſe Letters 
were dated. | BT oy | 
 Brax, Why, you old Bitch, did you ever. hear of - 
Love-Letters dated with the Year and Day of the © 
Month ? Do you think Billet-Deux are like Bank-Bills ? 

Kite. 'They are not ſo good, my Dear—but if they 
bear.no Date, I muſt examine the Contents, 

Braz. Contents ! That you ſhall, old Boy, bere they . 

Kite. . 
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Kite. Only the laſt you receiv/d,if you _. [Tate 
the Letter.) Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to let me conſult 
my Books for a Minute, I'll fend this Leiter inclos'd 
to you with the Determination of the Stars upon it to 

your Lodgings. | | 
_ Braz. With all my Heart——T muft give him-— 
[Puts his Hands in his Pockets.) Algibra! I fancy, 
DoRor, *tis- hard to calculate the Place of your Nati. 
vity — Here : — [Gives him Mcney.] And if I ſuc. 
ceed, I'll build a Watch-Tower on. the.Top of the high. 
eſt Mountain in Wales for the Study of Aftrology, and 
the. Benefit of the Conundrums 3 [Ext 


- Emer Plume and Worthy: | 
_ WV'r. O Door! That Letter's worth a Million, 
let me ſee it ; and now. I have it, I'm atraid to open 
— Getz: T- | . | 

Plume. Pho! let me fee it; [Opening the Letter,] 
Tf ſhe be a Jilt, — Damn her, ſhe is one—— There's 
her. Name at the Bottom on't. _ 
_ WVWr:r. How! Then [ll travel in good earneſt 
By all my Hopes, 'tis Lucy's Hand.. 

Plume. Lucy's! | 

Wor. Certainly—'tis no more like Me/inda's Cha» 
rater than black is to white. | 

Plume. Then 'tis certainly Lucy's Contrivance to 
draw in Brazen for a Huſband—But are, you ſure 'tis 
not Melinda's Hand ? : | 

Wer. You ſhall ſee; where's the bit of. Paper Igave 
you juſt now that the Devil writ Me/zaa upon ? 

Kite. Here; S216 | | p 

Plume. T's plain they're not the fame ; and is this 
the malicious Name that was ſubſcribed to the Letter, 
which made Mr. Ballance ſend his Daughter into the 
Country ?. | | 

Wor. The very ſame, the other Fragments I fhew'd 
you juſt now. I once intended it for another Ute, but 
I think I have turn'd it now to a better. Advantage. 


Plume. 
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Plume. But 'twas barbarous to-conceal this ſo long, 
and to continue me ſo. many Hours in the pernicious 
Hereſy of believing that Angelick Creature cou'd 
change : Poor S3/via-! 

Wor. Rich Sy1-ia you mean, and poor Captain, haz 
ha, ba, Come, come, Friend, Melinda 1s 
true, and ſhall be mine ; Sy/vza 1s conſtant, and may 
be yours. | 

Plums. No, ſhe's above my Hopes—— But for her 

ſake I'll recant my Opimon of her Sex. 


By fome the Sex is Bblam'd withou? Defion, & 
Light harmleſs Cenſure, ſuch as your's and mine, C 
Sallies of Wit, and Vopours of eur Wine. 

Others the Juſtice of the Sex condemn, Sh 
And wanting Merit to create Efteem, 5 
Wiu'd hide their own Def: &s by Cens' ring them. p 

But they fecure in their all congu"ring Charms, 

| Laugh at the vain Efforts of. falſe Alarms ; | 
He magnifies their Congueſts arho complains, 25 
For none wau'd firuggle were they not in Chains, 


_ [Exeunts. 


The Erd of the fourth AC F:: 
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SCENE, Juſtice Ballance' s OA 


Enter Ballance 2d Scale: . 


—_— Say, 'tis not to be born, Mr. Bulbince. 

Bal', Look'e, Mr Scale, for my own part, 
I ſh:1l be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army ; they expoſe their Lives to ſo many Dangers for. 
us abroad, that we may give them ſome Grains of Al- 
lawance at home, 
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Scale. Allowance ! This poor Girl's Father is my 
Tenant; and if I miſtake not, her Mother nurs'd x 
Child for you Shall they debauch our Davghters 
to: our Faces ? 

Ball. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for 
the Bravery of theſe Officers, we ſhould have French 
Dragoons among us, that wou'd leave us neither Li. 
berty, Property, Wives nor Daughters Come, . 
Mr. Scale, the Gentlemen are: vigorous: and: warm, 
and may they continue ſo ; the fame Heat that flirs 
them up to Love, ſpurs them on to Battle. You ne. 


ver knew a great General in your Life, that did nat 


love a Whore. . . This I only ſpeak in Reference to 


Captain Plume ——2o= for the other Spark I know 
nothing of. 


Scale. Nor can I heee of any body that does—Oh, 


| here they come. 


Enter Sylvia, Bullock, Roſe, Prijeners 3 Conftabl: aa 


Corft.. May it pleaſe _ © Wortips, we took them 
in the very AQ, re infta, Sir———— The Gentleman, 
indeed, behav'd himſelt like a Gentleman ; for he drew 


his Sword and ſwore, and afrerwards laid it down and - 


ſaid nothing. | 
Bail. Give the Gentleman his Sword UOAN ——= 
Wait you without, [Exeunt Conflable and Waich.) I'm 


Corry, Sir, .[To Sylvia.] to know a Gentleman upon 


ſuch Terms, that the Occaſion of our meeting ſhould 
prevent the Satisfaction of an Acquaintance. 

Sy/. Sir, you need make no Apology for your War- 
rant, no more than I ſhall do for my Behaviour — 
My Innocence 15 RPON an equal Foot with your Au- 
thority.. | 


Scale. Innocence ! Have not you ſeduc'd that young 


Maid ? 


Sy, No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me, 


Bull. So ſhe did, I'll ſwear = for ſhe propos d 
Kanlage. firſt, 


| Ball 
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Ball. What, then you are marry'd, Child! | 
[To Roſe. 

Boſe. Yes, Sir, to my Sorrow. 

Ball.” Who was Witneſs? | | 

Bull. That was I-—1I danc'd, threw the Stocking, | 
and ſpoke Jokes by their Bedfide, E'm ſure. 

Ball. Who was the Miniſter ? 

Bull. Miniſter ! ! We are Soldiers, and want no Mi- 
niſter Ty were marry'd by the Articles of. 
War, 

Ball. Hold thy prating, Fool Your Appearance, 
Sir, promiſes ſome Underſtanding; pray what does this. 
Fellow mean ?. | 
| $4. He means Marriage, I think— but that you - 
know is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two People- 
under the Sun agree.in the Ceremony ; ſome make it 
a Sacrament, others a Convenience, and others make : 
ita Jeſt; but among Soldiers 'tis moſt ſacred 


Our Sword, you know, is our Honour, that we lay ' 


down -The Hero jumps over it firſt, and the Ama- 
zon after ———— Leap Rogue, follow Whore — 
The Drum beats a Ruff, and ſo-to Fed ; that's all; the 
Ceremony-1s conciſe. | 
Bull. And the prettieſt Ceremony, ſo full of Paſtime 
and Prodigality 

Ball. What! Are you a Soldier 'T 

Bull, Ay, that I am—Will your Worſhip lend me ' 
your Cane, and I'll ſhew you how I can exerciſe. 

Ball. Take it, [Strikes him ver the Head.) Pray, 
Sir, what Commiſſion may you bear? * [To Sylvia, 

S/. I am call'd Captain, Sir, by all the Coffee-men, 
Drawers, Whores, and Groom-porters in Londen; for 
I wear a red Coat, a Sword, a Hat. bien trouſjte, 2 
Martial Twiſt in my Cravat, a fierce Knot in my Peri- 
vig, a Cane upon my Button, Piquet 1 in my Head, and 

Dice in my Pocket. 

Scale: 'Your Name, pray Sir? 


Sy/. Captain Pinch : I cock my Hat with a Pinch; _ 
I: take Snuff with a Pinch, pay my Whores with a - 
Pinch ; | 
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| he 61d me no hurt ;' he's the moſt harmleſs Man 1 in the 
World, for all he talks ſo. 
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| preſently. Em wal, 


_ [ 4/d-.] And pray, Sir, how long bave you been in this 


diſturbs our Quiet, 


Pinch ; in ſhort, I can do any thing at at Pinch, but 
fight and fill my Belly. 


Ball. And pray, Sir, what boyaghe you into Shy UM 


ſhire ? 


Sy/. A Pinch, Sir: I knew you Country Gentlemen 


want Wit, and you know that we Town Gentlemen 


want Mooney, and fo 
Ball. I TARA you, Sir—Here, Conſtable— 


Eater Conſtable. . 
Take this Gentleman into. Cuſtody till finer Or. 


ders; 
Refe., Pray your Workip don't be uncivil to him, for 


| Scale. Come, come, Child, I'll take eare of you. 
95/. What, Gentlemen, rob me of my Freedom ard 
my Wife at once ! "Tis the firit time OY ever Went 
together. 
Bull. Heark'e, Conſtable. | [Whiſpers him, 
Conf?. It ſhail be done, Sir -Come along, Sir, / 
[Exeunt Conitable, Bullock cnd Sylvia, 
Ball. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the Spark 


$ CENE, Melinda's 4par!ment. 


Enter Melinda and Worthy. 
M-1. So far the PrediQion is right, 'tis ten exaQly, 


travelling Humour ? 
Wor. *Tis natural, Madam, for us to avoid what 


Mel. Rather the Love of Change, which 1s more 
natural, may be the occaſion of it, 
Wor. To be ſure, Madam, there muſt be Charms in 
Variety, elſe neither you nor ſhou'd be ſo fond of it. 
M:-/. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, T am not ſo fond 
el Variety as to travel for' t, nor do I think BO 
Eiice 
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dence in you to run yourſelf into a certain Expence 
and Danger, in hopes of precarious Pleafure, which 
at beſt never anſ«ers Expectation; as 'tis evident from 
the Example of molt Travellers, that long more to 
return to their own Country, than they did to go a- 
broad. 3. | 
Wor. What Pleaſure I may receive abroad are indeed 
uncertain ; but this I am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs 
Cruelty among the molt barbarous of Nations, than I 
| have.found at home. | | 

M:l. Come, Sir, you and I have been jangling agreat 
while ; I fancy if we made up our Accounts, we ſhou'd 
the ſooner come to an Agreement © © 

Wer. Sure, Madam, you won't diſpute your being 
in my Debt —— My Fears, Sighs, Vows, Promiſes, 
| Afiduities, Anxieties, Jealoufties, have run on for a 
| whole Year without any Payment, _ | 

Mel. A Year! Oh Mr. Worthy ! What you owe to 
me is not to be. paid under a ſeven Years Servitude : 
How did you als me the Year before? when taking 
the Advantage of my Innocence and Neceſlity, you 
wou'd have made me your Miſtreſs, that 1s, your 
Remember the wicked Inſinuations, artful 
Baits, deceitful Arguments, cunning Pretences ; then 
your impudent Behavidur, looſe Expreflions, familiar 
pea rude Viſits'; remember thoſe, thoſe, Mr. Wor- 
thy. gy 
{ Her, I do remember, and am ſorry I made no bet- 
ter uſe of 'em. { 4/ide.) But you may remember, Ma- 
dam, that—— "4 

Mel. Sir, Pl remember nothing ——*T'is your In- 
tereſt that I ſhould forget: You have been barbarous 
to me, I have been cruel to you ; put that and that 
together, and let one balance the other Now if 
you will begin upon a new Score, lay afide your ad- 
venturing Airs, and behave yourſe]lt handiomly till 
= Lent be over; here's my Hand, [11 uſe you as a Gen- 
W tieman ſhouwd be, Oe I 


War. 
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Wir. And ifI don't uſe you as a Gentlewoman ſhow; 
be, may this be my Poiſon. [&/ing her Han 


pe Enter a Servant. 
Ser, Madam, the Coach is at the Door. 
| Mel. I am going to Mr. Ba/lance's Country-Houſety 
ſee my Couſin Sylvia ; I have done her an Injury, ang 
| can't be caſy till I have afk'd her Pardon. 
For. 1 dare not hope for the Honour of waiting on 


UV. | 

Mel. My Coach is full ; _ bat if you will be fo gal. 
Jant as to mount your own Horſes and follow us, we 
| ſhall be glad to be overtaken ; and if you bring Cay. 
tain Plume with you, we ſha'n't have the worſe Re. 
ception. | NE Gs 

Wer. Pl endeayour it. [Exit, /eading Mclindz, 


SCENE, The Market-place. 


| Eb Enter Plume and Kite. 

Plume, A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, Butchir, Cir 
F*nters, and. Journeymen Shoemakers, in all Thirty-nine— 
I believe the firſt Colony planted in Yirginia had nc 
more Trades in their Company than I have in mine, 


Kite. The Butcher, Sir, will have his Hands full; } 


| for we have two Sheep-ftealers among us I hear 
of a Fellow too committed juſt now for ftealing 
Horſes. | | 
Plume. We'll diſpoſe of him among the Dragoons 
Have we never a Pou/terer among us? 

Kite. Yes, Sir, the King of the Gipſies is a very 
_ good one, he has an excellent Hand at a Gooſe or a 
Turkey Here's Captain Brazen, Sir ; I muſt go 
look after the Men, [Exh 


Enter Brazen, reading a Letter. - 
Braz. Um, um, um, the Canonical Hour ——Un, 
um, Foy well —— My dear Plume! Give me 
a Buſs, 


S 
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*Plume. Half a ſcore, if you will, my Dexr: What 
haſt got in thy Hand, Child ? - 
Braz, "Tis a Project for laying out a- thouſand 
Pound. 


Plume. Were it not requiſite to projzeQ firſt how to 
tit in? ; 


Br You -can't, imagine, my Dear, that I want 
twenty thouſand Pound ; I have ſpent twenty times as 
much in the Service——Now, my Dear, pray adviſe 
me, my Head runs much upon ArchiteQure, ſhall I 
build a Privateer or a Play-houſe ? 

Plume. An odd Queſtion——a Privateer or a Play- 
houſe ! 'Twill require ſome Conſideration —— Faith, 
Tm for a Privateer. 

Braz. I'm not of your Opinion, my "SHE for in 
the firſt place a Privatcer may be ill built, 

. Plume. And ſo may a Play-houſe. 

-Braz, But a Privateer may be ill-mann'd ? 

Plume. And ſo may. a Play-houſe. 

Braz, But a_Privateer may run upon the Shallows. 

Plume. Not ſo often as a Play-houſe, 

F "a But you know a ;Privateer may ſpring a 
ea 


Plame. And 1 know a Play-houſe may ſpring a great 

many. 

Braz. But ſuppoſe the Privateer come home with a 

rich Booty, we ſhould never agree about our Shares, 
Plume. "Tis juſt ſo.in a Play-houſe—So, dy my 

Advice, you ſhall fix upon a Privateer. 


Braz. Agreed—Bnt if this twenty thouſand Pound 
ſhould not be in Specie———— 


Plume, What twenty thouſand? 


'Braz. Heark'e. "Whiſpers, 
Plume. Marry'd! 


Braz. Preſently, we're to meet about half a Mile out 
of Town at the Water-fide — and ſo forth — [| Reads.) 
For fear I Should be known by any of Worthy's Friends, 
you muſt give me leave to wear my Maſe til] after the 
Ceremony, which will make me fiber Jour gon 


Look'e 
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Look'e there, my dear Dog. [Sheavs the bottom of 


the Litter to Plume. 
Plane, Melinda ! And by this Light, her own Hang! 
Once more, if you pleaſe, my Dear — Her Hand «. 


aQly ? Juſt now, you ſay ? 
* Braz. This Minute I muſt be gone. 
Plume, Have a little Patience, and I'll go with 
you. 
Brax. No, no, I ſee a Gentleman coming this way, 
that may be inquiſitive ; ; *tis Worthy, do you know 


him? 


Plume. By ſight only. | 
Braz. "Have a care, the very Eyes diſcover Secrets, 


[ Exit. 
| Enter Worthy. 
- hs; To Boot and Saddle, Captain ; you muſt mount, 
Plume. Whip and Spur, Worthy, or you won't 
mount. CE ODEs 
I/or, But I ſhall : Me/inda and I are agreed ; ſhe's 


gone to viſit Sylvia, we are to mount and bllow ; and 
cou'd we carry a Parſon with us, who knows what 
might be done for us both ? 


Plume. Don't trouble your Head, Melinda has ſe. 


.cur'd a Parſon already. 


War. Already! Do you know more than I; ? | 
Plume. Yes, I ſaw it under her Hand Brazen 
and ſhe are to meet half a Mile herce at the Waterſide, 
there to take Boat, I ſuppoſe to be Ferry'd over to the 
Flyfian Fields, if there be any ſuch thing in Mati- 

mon 
| War. TI parted with Melinda juſt now, ſhe afſur' d me 


the hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard Lucy 


for daring to write Letters to him in her Name. 
Plume. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in this— 

I tell ye, I ſaw M:linda's Hand, as ſurely as this is 

mine, 

_ Wir. But I tell you ſhe's gone this Minute to Juſtice 

Ballance' S Country -houle, | 


4 | Plume, 
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P1:me. But tell you, ſhe's gone this Minute to the : 
Water-ſide. | 


 Entir Sarwnide! 
$7. Madam Melinda has ſent word, that you need 
not trouble yourſelf to follow- her, becauſe her- Journey 
to Juſtice Ba/lance's is pat off, and ſhe's gone to take 
the Air another way. - - [To Worthy, 
Wor. How ! her Journey put off ! 
Plume. That is, her Journey was put off to you. 
Wor. Tis plain, plain——But how, 'where, when 
1s ſhe to meet Brazen ?® © 
Plume. Juſt now, I tell you, half a Mile hence, at 
the Water-ſide, _ 
I/cor, Up or down the Water ? 
40x T hat I don't know. 
"or. I'm-glad my Horſes are ready——Fack, vet 
'em _ | 
Plume. Shall I go with you | P; 
Wor. Not an Inch- —I ſhall return preſently. 
fi [ Exit. 
Plume. You'll find me at the Hall ; ; the Juſtices are 
itting by this time, and I muſt attend them. 


SCENE, F Cart of Juſtice : Ballance, 'Scale, and 
Seruple #pow the Bench : Conſtable, Eite, Mob. 


Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 
Kite, Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen _ 
upon the Bench ? 
| Cenfi, He in the middle is Juſtice Ba/lance, he on 
the right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the left is Juſtice 
ates and I am Mr. Confiable ; four very honeſt Gen- 
lemen, | 

Kite. Odear Sir ! I am your moſt obedient Seryant : 
[Saluting the Conſtable.] I fancy, Sir, that your Em- 
pioyment and mine are much the ſame ; for my Bu- 
lineſs is to keep People in order, and if they diſobey, 
ef weagy 'em down; and then we are both Staif- 
ers, 


Cent. 


84 The Recruiting Oficer. 


Conſt, Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf —— of the Mi. 
'Titia -Come, Brother, you ſhall fee me exerciſe, 
Suppole this a Muſket : Now I am ſhoulder'd. 

[ Puts his Staff on's right Shouldy, 

Kite, Ay, you-are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Con. 
ſtable's Staff ; but ford Muſket, you muſt put it on the 
other Shoulder, m y Dear. 

_ Confi. Adſo! that's UE ————CO now ' give the 
Word of Command. 
Kite. Silence, 

Conſt. Ay, ay, ſo we will We will be filent, 

Kite, Silence you Dog, Silence! 

[Strikes him over his Head with his Halberd 

_ 'CorPl. That's the way to-filence a Man with a wit- 
neſs What d'ye mean, Friend ? 

Kite, Only to exerciſe you, Sir, PT 

Conft, Your Exerciſe differs ſo much from ours, that 

we ſhall ne'er agree about it ; if my own Captain had 
-Siven me _—_ a Rap, I had taken the Law of him, 


/ 


Enter Plume. 

Ball. Captain, you're welcome. 

Plume. Gentlemen, I thank you. 

Scru. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume 
aſcends, and fits upon the Bench.) Now produce your 
Priſoners Here, that Fellow there—-ſet him op. 

Mr. Conflable, what have you to ſay againſtthis 
Man ? 


Cinft, T have nothing to ſay againſt him, an pleaſe 
ou. 

n Ball. No! what made you bring him hither ? 
Corft. I don't know, an pleaſe your Worſhip. 
Scale. Did not the Contents of your Warrant dire 

_ * you what ſort of Men to take up ? 

Conf. I can't teil, an pleaſe ye ; I can't read. 

Scru. A very pretty Conſtable truly —— I find we 
have no Buſineſs here. ; 

Kite. May it pleaſe the Worſhipful Bench, 1 deſire 
'to be heard in this Caſe, as being Counſel for the i 


_ Queen, | : 
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Ball. Come, / Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, ſince no 
Body elſc will ſpeak ; we won't come hers for no- 
thin 
Eve. This Man 1s but one Man, the Goaniry m may 
ſpare him, and the Army wants him ; beſides, he's cut 
Ga by Nature for a Granadier ; he's five Foot ten 
Inches high'; he ſhall box, wreltle, or dance the Che- 
/hire Round with any Man in the Country ; he gets 
drank every Sabbath-Day, and he beats his Wife. 

Wife. You lie, Surah, you lie ; an pleaſe your Wor- 
ſhip, he's the belt natur'd, Pains- taking*ſt Man in the 
Pariſh, witneſs my five poor Children. 

Scru. A Wite ! and five Children ! You Conſtable, 

you Rogue, how durit you impreſs a Man that has a 
Wife and five Children ? 

Scale, Diſcharge him, diſcharge bim. 

Ball. Hold, Gentlemen Heark'e, Friend, how. 
do you maintain your Wite and five Children ? 

Plume. They live upon Wild-Fowl and Veniſon, Sir; 
the Huſband keeps a Gun, and kills all the Hares and 
Partridges within five Mile round. | 

Ball. A Gun! nay, if he be ſo good at Gunning, he 
ſhall have enough on't. He may be of uſe againſt 
the French, for he ſhoots flying to be ſure. | 

Scru. But his Wite and Children, Mr, Ballance /! 

Wife. Ay, ay, that's the Reaſon you wou'd ſend 
him away, you know I have a Child every Year, and 
you are afraid they ſhould come upon the Pariſh at 
lait, 

| Plume. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt Wo- 
man has ſpoke it at once, the Pariſh had better main- 
tain five Children this Year, than ſix or ſeven the 
next : 'That Fellow, upon this high Feeding, may get 
you two or three Beg ggars at a Birth. 

Wife. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the Pariſh ſhall get no-. 
thing by ſending him away,, for I won't loſe my 
Teeming-time, it there be a Man left in the Pariſh. 

Ball. Send that Woman to the Houſe of Correction, 
—and the Man——— 


Vo. TY Kite, 
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Kite, P11 take care of him, if you leaſe. 
T akes him down, 

Scale. Here you Conſtable, the next—Set up that 
black-fac'd F ellow, he has a Gun-powder Look ; what 
can you ſay againſt this Man, Conſtable ? - 

_Conft. Nothing, but that he is a very honeſt Man, 

Plume. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt 
Man in my Company, for the Novelty's ſake. 

Ball. What are yon, Friend ? 

Meb. A Collier, I work in the Cole-pits. 

Scru. Look'e, Gentlemen, this Fellow has a Trade, 
and the Act of Parliament here exprefles, that we are 
to impreſs no Man that has any viſible Means of a Live- 
lihood, 

Kite May it pleaſe your Worſhips, this Man has no 
viſible Means of a Livelihood, for he works under 
Ground. 


Plume, Well ſaid, Kite ; beſides the Army wants 
Miners, 

Ball. Right, and had we an Order of Government 
| for't, we cou'd raiſe you in this and the neighbourin 

_ County of Stafford, five hundred Colliers that won'd 
run you under-ground like Moles, and do more Ser- 
vice 1n a Siege than all the Miners in the Army. 


Scru. Well, Friend, what have you to lay for your 
ſelf? 


- Mob. I'm marry 

| Kite. Lack-a-day, fo am I. 

Mob. Here's my Wite, poor Woman. 

| Ball, Are you marry'd, good Woman ? 
Wim. Pm marry'd in Conſcience, 


Kite. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, ſhe's with Child 
in Conſcience. 

Scale. Who marry'd you, Miſtreſs ? 

' Yom. My Huſband we agreed that I ſhou'd 
call him Huſband, to avoid paſſing for a Whore ; and 


that he ſhould call n me WIS, to ſhun going for a Sol- 
dier, 


Seri 
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Sera. A xt wand Couple! pray, Captain, will 
you take * FB bo 

Plume. What ſay you, Mr. Kite, will you take care 

of the Woman? 
' Kite. Yes, Sir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the Sea-fide, 
and there, if ſhe has a:'Mind to drown herſelf, we'll 
take care that no body ſhall hinder her. 

Ball. Here, Conſtable, bring in my Man. [Exit 
Conſtable. ] Now Captain, I'll fit you-with a Man, ſuch 
as you ne'er liſted in your Life. [Enter Conſtable and 
Sylvia.] O ! my Friend Pinch, V'm very glad to es 
' you. 

. Sy. Well, Sir, and what then ? 

Seal. What then ! Is that your Reſpet t to the 
Bench ? 

Sy. Sir, I dan” t care a Farthing for you nor your 
Bench neither. 

Scru, Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
impudent Fellow, and fit for a Soldier. | 
| Scale. A notorious Rogue, I ſay, and very fit fe a 
= Soldier. 

; Conft. A Whore-maſter, I ſay, and cherefore fit ta 


Ol What think you, Captain ? | 

Plume. I think he's a very pretty Fellow, and there- 
fore ſit to ſerve. 

Syl. Me for a Soldier ſend your own lazy, lubber- 
ly Sons at home ; Fellows that hazard their Necks eve- 
ry Day in the Purſait of a Fox, yet dare not peep a- 
broad to look an Enemy in the Face. 

Conft. Nay it pleaſe your Worſhips, I have a Wo-. 
man at the Door to ſwear a Rape againſt this 45 2 ; 

Sy, Is it your Wife, or Daughter, Booby ? I 
viſh*d *em both yeſterday. 

Ball. Pray, Captain, os the Articles of War, we'll 
ſee him liſted immediately. 

Plume. [ Reads.) Articles of War againſt Mutiny and 
Deſertion—t9c . 

Sy]. Hold, Sir——Once more, Gentlemen, have a 
care what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any 
M 2 Violence 
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| Violence you offer to me; and you, Mr. Ballance, \ 
ſpeak to you particuiarly, you ſhall heartily repent it, 

_ Plume. Look'e, young Spark, ſay but one Word 
more, and [Tl build a Horſe for you as high as the 
Cieling, and make you ride the moſt tireſome Journey 
that ever you made in your Life. 

Syl. You haye made a fine Speech, good Captain 
Huffcap ; but you had better be quiet, 1 ſhall find a 
Way to cool your Courage. 

Plume, Pray, Gentleman, don't mind him, he $ dif 
tracted. 

_ Syl. "Tis falſe I am deſcended of as good a 
Famuly as any in your County; my Father 1s as good a 
Man as any upon your Bench, and I am Heir to 
twelve hundred Pound a Year, 

Ball. He's certainly mad 
the Articles of War. 

_ $31]. Hold once more—Pray, Mr. Ballanie, to you 
\'x Peak, ſuppoſe I were your Child, wou'd you uſe 
me at this rate ? 

Ball. No, *taith, were you mine, I wou'd fend you 

to Bedlam firſt, and into the Army afterwards. 
_ $31. But conſider my Father, vir, he's as good, 2s 
generous, as brave, as juſt a Man as ever fſerv'd his 
Country ; I'm his only Child, perhaps the Loſs of me 
may: break his Heart. 

Ball. He's a very great Fool if it does ; Captain, if 
you don't lift him this Minute, PlI leave the Court. 

Plume, Kite, do you diſtribute the Levy-Movey to 
the Men while I read. 

Kite, Ay, Sir——Sllence, Gendemen, 

[Plume reads the Articles of War. 

| Ball Very well; now, Captain, let me beg the 

Favour of you, not to diſcharge this Fellow upon any 
account whatſoever. Bring 1n the reſt, 


Conſt, There are no more, an't pleaſe your Wor- 
ſhip. 


Ball. No more there were five two Hours ago. 


- -Pray, Captain, read 


Syl, 
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Sy l "Tis true, Sir, but this Rogue of a Conſtable let 
the Teſt eſcape for a Bribe of eleven Shillings a Man, 
becaufe, he ſaid, the Att a'low'd him but ten, ſo the 
odd Shilling was clear Gains. "<:b- 
All Juſt. How ! 1 | 
Syl. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away fo 
two Guineas, but I had not ſo much about me this 
15 Trath, and I'm reacy to (wear it. 
Kite. And [11 ſwear it; give me the Book, 'tis for 
the good of the Service. 

Mob. "May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I. gave him half 
a Crown to ſay that I was an honeft Man ; but now, 
fince that your Worlhips have made me a Rogue, I 
hope I ſhall kave my Money again. | 

Ball. "Tis my Opinion, that this Conſtable be put 
into the Captain's Hands, and if his Friends don't bring 
four pood Men for his Ranſom by to-morrow Night, 

Captain, yoo Þ ſhall carry him to Flangers. 
Scale. Scruple. Agreed, agreed |! 
Plume. Mr. Kite, take the: Conſtable into Cuſtody. 
Krie. Ay, ay, Str, [To the Conttable.] will 
you pleaſe to have your Ofice taken from you? Or 
will you handſomely Jay down your Staff, as your 
Betters have done. before you ? [Conſtable drops his 
Stef. 
Ball. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great Cere- 
mony in adjourning this Court—— Captain, you ſhall 
dine with me. 
Kite, Come Mr. Militia Serjeant, I ſhall filence you 
now, I _—_— without your taking the Law. of me. 
| [ Exeunt omnes, 


SCEN E, The Fields, 
Enter Brazen, leading in Lucy maſid. 
| Braz, The Boat is juſt below here. 


Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piftols unter. his Ari. 


W er. Here, Sir, take your Choice. 
{ Gring betwveen "em, and offering them, 
_ - M3 Braz. 
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Braz. What ! Piſtols ! are they charg'd, my Dear } 
Wor. With a Brace of Bullets each. 

 Brax. But I'm a Foot Officer, my Dear, and never 

uſe Piſtols, the Sword is my Way——and I won't be 
put out of my Road to pleaſe any Man. 

Wor. Nor I neither ; ſo have at you. 

[Cocks one Pita 

Aris Look'e, my Dear, I don't care for Piſtols— 
| Pray, oblige me, and let us have a Bout at Sharps; 
dam it, there's no parrying theſe Bullets. 

Wor. Sir, if you ha'n't your Belly full of theſe, the 

Swords ſhall come in for ſecond Courſe. 

. Braz. Why then, Fire and Fury! I have eater 

Sy Smoak from the Mouth of a Cannon, Sir ; don't 

think I fear Powder, for I live upon't. Let me fee: 

Takes one.] And now, Sir, how many Paces Ciſtant 
all we fire ? 
Wor. Fire you when you pleaſe, Pl reſerve wy Shot 
till I am ſure of you. 
Braz. Come, 'where's your Cloak ? 
Wir. Cloak ! what d'ye mean ? 
Braz. To fight upon; I always fight upon 2 Cloak 
*tis our way abroad, 
Luc, Come, Gentlemen, PI end the Strife. 


[ Unmaſe!, 
Wor. Lucy ! take her. 
Byax. The Devil take me if I do =—— Huzza! 
{ Fires his Piftol.] D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy 
_ Harradan, how thoſe Bullets whittle ; ſuppoſe they Fad 
| been lodg'd in my Gizard now ! 

Luc, Pray, Sir, pardon me. 

Braz, I can't tell, Child, 'till I know whether ray 
Money be ſafe. [Scarching his Pockets.) Yes, yes, | 
do pardon you, but if I had you in the Roſe Tavern, 
Covent-Garden, with three or four hearty Rakes, anc 
three or four ſmart Napkins, I wou'd tell you another 


gs wy Dear. | | (Ex. Wi 
| pg 
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War. And was Melinda privy to this? | 
Luc. No, Sir, ſhe wrote her Name upon a piece 
of Paper at the Fortune-teller's laſt Night, which [ 
put in my Pocket, and ſo writ above it to the Cap- 
tain. 
Wer. And how came Melinda's Journey put off? | 
Luc, At the Town's-end ſhe met Mr. Ballaxce's 
Steward, who told her, that Mrs. \\y/via was gone 
from ber Father's, and no body cauld tell whither. 
Wir, Silvia gone from her Father's ! This will be 
News to P/ame. Go home, and tell your Lady how 
near I was being ſhot for her.  [Exeunt. 


Exter Ballance with a Naphin in bis Hand, as r ion 
| from Dinner, and Steward, | 

Stew, We did not mifs her till the Evening, Sir; 
and then ſearching for her in the Chamber that was 
my young Mafter's, we found her Cloaths there ; but 
the Suit that your Son left in the Preſs, when he went 
to London, was gone. | 

Bell. The White trim'd with Silver ? | 

Stew. The ſame. 
: Ball. You ha'n't told that Clrubliaies' to any 
ody. 
Srezv, To none but your Worſhip. oh Lk 

Ball. And be ſure you don't; go into the Dialog. | 
Room, and tell io Plume that I beg to ſpeak 
with him. - | 

Steny. I ſhall —— [Exzt. 

Ball. Was ever Man ſo impos'd upon ? I had her 
Promiſe, indeed, that ſhe wou'd never diſpoſe of her- 
ſelf without my Confent. I have conſented with a 
Witneſs, given her away as my At and Deed 
And this, I warrant, the Captain thinks will paſs ; no, 


{ I ſhall never pardon him the Villany, firſt of robbing 


_ me of my Daughter, and then the mean Opinion 
he muſt have of me, to think that I cou'd be fo 
wretchedly impos'd ons ; her extravagant Paflion 
might encourage her in the Attempt, but the Contri- 
M 4 vancg, 
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vance muſt be his=———T'll know the Truth pre. 
ſently. | 


| | Enter Plume. 
Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 
-Gentleman Soldier ? + nts FE 

Plume. He's at my Quarter's, I ſuppoſe, with the 

reſt of my men. Mb | E | 
Ball. Does he keep Company with the common 
Soldiers 2 ©. En Pe Bog. 

Plume. No, he's generally with me. 

_ Ball. He lies with you, I preſume. 
Plume, No, faith, I offer'd him part of my Bed,— 
but the young Rogue fell in Love with R:/z, and has 
lain with her, I think, ſince ſhe came to Town, 
 B3al/. Sothat between you both, Ro/e has been finely 
manag'd,. : | : 

Plume. Upon my Honour, Sir, ſhe had no -harm 
from me. | | BY 

Ball. All's ſafe, I find—Now, Captain, you muſt 
know, that the young Fellow's Impucence in Court 
was well grounded ; he ſaid I ſhould heartily repent 
his being liſted, and ſo I do from my Soul. 

Plume. Ay ! for what Reaſon ? 

Ball. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, 
born of as good a Family as any in this Country, and he 
is Heir to twelve hundred Pound a Year. 

Plume. I'm very glad to hear it —— Por I wanted 
but a Man of that Quality to make my Company a 
peril Repreſentative of the whole Commons of Eng- 
land. | | Bhd & £3 

Ball, Won't you diſcharge him ? 

Plume. Not under a hundred Pound Sterling. 
| Ball. You ſhall have it, for his Father is my inti- 
mate Friend. | el | 

Plume. Then you ſhall have him for nothing. 

Ball. Nay, Sir, you ſhall have your Price. 

- Plume. Nota Penny, Sir; I value an Obligation to 
you much above an hundred Pound, 


Ball. 
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Ball. Perhaps, Sir, you ſha'n't repent your Genero- 

fity — Will you pleaſe to write his Diſcharge in my 

 Pocket-book ? [G:wes bis Buok.] In the mean time, 
we'll ſend for the Gentleman. Who waits there ? 


GE Enter Servant. ; 
Go to the Captain's Lodging, and enquire for Mr. 
Wilful, tell him his Captain wants him here immedi. 
ately. | ne 
_ Ser. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the Door, en- 
quiring for the Captain, _ EC 
Plume, Bid him come up——Here's the Diſcharge, 
_ Ball. Sir, I thank you——'Tis plain he had no 
hand in't. | Os __ [Afide. 


| © Enter. Sylvia... * | 
Sy/. I think, Captain, you might have us'd me bet- 
ter than to Jeave me yonder among your ſwearing, 
drunken Crew ; and you, Mr. Jullice,* might have been 
{o civil as to have invited me to Dinner, for I have 
caten with as good a Man as your Worſhip, | 
Plume. Sir, you muſt charge our want of Reſpect 
upon our Ignorance of your Quality —— but now you 
are at Liherty I have dilcharg'd you. 
&z/. Diſcharg'd me | ENG 
Ball. es, Sir, and you muſt once more go home to 
your Father. - | 
Sy]. My Father ! Then I am diſcover'd — Oh, Sir, 
[Kreeling.] 1 expect no Pardon. | 
Ball. Pardon! No, no, Child, your Crime ſhall 
be your Puniſhment ; here Captain, I deliver her 0- 
ver to the *Conjupgal Power for her Chaſtiſement : 
Since ſhe will be a Wife, Le you a Huſband, a very 
Huſband — when ſhe tells you of her Love, upbraid 
her with her Folly ; be modiſhly ungrateful, becaule 
ſhe has been unfaſbionably kind, and uſe her worſe 
than you wou'd any Body elſe, becauſe you can't uſe 
| her {0 well as ſhe deſerves. *' ; | 


M5; Plume, 
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Plume. And are you S31via.in good earneſt ? 
_ Ot, Earneſt ! I have gone too far to make it a Jef, 


r? 
TI And do you give her to me in good ear. 
neſt ? ; | | | | 

Ball. It you pleaſe to take her, Sir. 

Plume Why then I have fav'd my Legs and Arms, 
and loſt my Liberty ; ſecure from Wounds, I am pre- 
par'd for the Gout ; farewel Subſiſtence, and welcome 
Taxes —— Sir, my Liberty, and hopes of being a 
General, are much dearer to me than your twelve hun- 
dred Pound a Year ——But to your Love, Madam, I 
reſign my Freedom, and to your Beauty my Ambition 


——greater in obeying at your Feet, than command- 
Ing at the Head of an Army. 


Enter Worthy. 7 == 
Wir. I am ſorry to hear, Mr. Ba/lance, that your 
 Davghter is loſt. 


Ball. So am not I, Sir, fince an honeſt Gentleman 
has found her. | 


SE Entiy Melinda. F 

| M1. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my 
Coufin Sykvia ? D. 
| Ball. Your Couſin 8y/via is talking yonder with 
your Couſin Plume. | | 

Me/. and Wor. How ! | 

Sy/. Do you think it ſtrange, Couſin, that a Woman 
ſhould change ; but, I hope, you'il excuſe a Change 
that has proceeded from Conftancy; I alter'd my out- | 
fide, becauſe I was the ſame within ; and only laid 
1 => Woman to make ſure of my Man ; that's my 

iſtory. | EO 

Mel. Your Hiſtory is a little Romantick, Couſin ; 
but fince Succeſs has cxown'd your Adventures, you 
wilt have the World of your fide, and I ſhall be wiliing 
to go with the Tide, provided you'll pardon an Injury 
| Toffer'd you in the Letter to your Father. 


Plume. 
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Plum?. 'That Injury, Madam, was done to me, 
and the Reparation 1 expe& ſhall be made to my 
dt bs make Mr. Worthy happy, and I ſhall be ſa- 
ti y : De 4 
Mz. A good Example, Sir, will go a great way— 
when my Couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, 'tis probable I 
ſha'n't hold out much longer. 


Enter Brazen. | 
 Brax. Gentlemen, I am yours—— Madam, I am 
not yours, | | 
Mez/. I'm glad on't, Sir. Ds KT 
Braz. So am I——- You have got a pretty Houſe 
here, Mr. Laconick. | D | 
Ball. "Tis time to right all Miſtakes. — My Name, 
Sir, 1s Bullance. © | SUIS 
__ Bra%, Ballance! Sir, I am your moſt obedient— 
T know your whole Generation —— had not you an 
Uncle that was Governor of the Leexward Iflands ſome 
Years ago? | | | 
| Ball. Did you know him? NT 
Braz. Intimately, Sir He play'd at Billiards 
to a Miracle You had a Brother too that was a 
Captain of a Fireſhip — poor Dick——he had the 
moſt engaging way with him—of making Funch.— 
and then his Cabin was ſo neat but his poor Boy 
Tack was the moſt comical Baſtard Ha, ha, hay 
ha, ha, a pickled Dog, I ſhall never forget him. 
| Plume. Well Captain, are you fix'd in your Pro- 
Jett yet ? Are you fiill for the Privateer ? 
Braz. No, no, I had enough of a Privateer juſt 
now; I had like to have been pick'd up by a Cruiſer 
under falſe Colours, and a French Pickaroon for ought 
I know. OE - 
Plume, But have you got your Recruits, my Dear ? 
Braz. Not a Stick, my Dear. $0Y > 
Plume, Probably, I ſhall furniſh you, 


Enter 
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Enter Roſe and Bullock. | 
 Roje. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, 
and have perſuaded my Sweet-heart Cartwwheel to go 
| with us; but you muſt promiſe not to part with me 
again, | | Ea Pp | 
 Sy/, I find, Mrs. Roe has not been pleas'd with her 
Bedfellow. | 2. 


| Rye. Bedfellow ! I don't know whether I had a Bed- 
 Tellow or not. deve | | 

Sz. Don't be in a Paſſion, Child, I was as little 
 pleas'd with your Company, as you cou'd be with 


Bull. Pray, Sir, donna be offended at my Siſter, ſhe's 
ſomething under bred, but if you pleaſe, I'll lie with 
you 1n her ſtead, Ty | 
Plume. I have promis'd, Madam, to provide for this 
Gil; now will you be pleas'd to let her wait upon 
you ? or ſhall I take care of her ? s.1 
Sy/. She ſhall be my Charge, Sir; you may find 
It Buſineſs enough to take care of me. 
Bull, Ay, and of me, Captain ; for wauns! if ever 
you lift your Hand againſt me, I'll deſert. | 
Plume. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o' that: My 
Dear, inſtead of the twenty thouſand Pound you 
talk'd of, you ſhall have the twenty brave Recruits 
that I have rais'd at the rate they coſt me—————- My 
. Commiſſion I Jay down, to be taken up by ſome 
Eraver Fellow, that has more Merit, and leſs good For- 
_ tune whilſt I endeavour, by the Example of this 


worthy Gentleman, to ſerve my Queen and Country 
at home. EY | | 


With ſome Regret I quit the adive Field, 
Where Glory full Reward for Life dves yield ; 
But the Recruiting Trade, with all its Train 
- Of endleſs Plague, Fatigue, and endleſs Pain, 
i gladly quit, with my fair Spouſe to flay, 
And raiſe Recruits the matrimonial away. {(Exeunt. 


E PI. 


 "CYF-F 


ET Lake 
TT. 


PPILOOUE: 


A LL Ladies ard Gentlemen, that are willing to 

ſce the Comedy, call'd the Recruiting Officer, let 
them repair to-morrow Night, by fix a-Clock, to the 
Sign of the Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, and they ſhall 
be kindly entertain'd. | 


We ſcorn the vulgar Ways to bid you come, 
IV hole Europe now obeys the Call of Drum. 
The Soldier, not the Part, here appears, 
And beats up for a Corps of Volunteers : 
He finds that Mufick chiefly dots delight ye, 
And therefore chuſes Muſick to invite ye. 


Beat the Granadier March Row, row, row, 
—— Gentlemen, this piece of Mufick, calld, Ar Over- 
ture to a Battl:, was compos'd by a famous [ta/ian 
Maſter, and was perform'd with wonderful Succeſs, at 
the great Opera's of Vigo, Sehellenbergh and Blenheim ; 

- it came off with the Applauſe of all Europe, excepting 
France ; the French found it a little too rough for their 
Delicateſſe. 


Some that have afted on thoſe glorious Stags, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding Ages, 
That no Mufick like the Granadier's engages, | 
Ladies, we muſt own, that this Muſick of ours is 
not altogether ſo ſoft as Bononcini's ; yet we dare af- 
firm, that it has laid more People aſleep than all the 
Camilla's in the World ; and you'll condeſcend to 


own 


of EPILOGUE 
own, that it Keeps one awake, better than any Opera 
that ever was ated. 

— The Granadier March ſeems to be a Compoſure ex. 
cellently adapted to the Genin: of the Ergliþ, for no 
Mufick was ever follow'd fo far by us, nor with fo 
much Alacrity ; and with all Deference to the preſent 
Subſcription, We muſt ſay, that the Granadier March 
has been ſubſcrib'd for by the whole Grand Alliance: 
And we preſume to inform the Ladies, that it always 
has the Pre-eminence abroad, and is conſtantly heard 
by the talleſt, handſomeſt Men in the whole Army, 
In ſhort, to gratify the preſent "Taſte, our Author is 
now adapting fome Words to the Granadier March, 
which he intends to have perform'd to-morrow, if the 
Lady, who is to fing it, ſhould not happen to be lick, 


To draw you hither ; for you'll all obey 


This he coaclaghs to be the ſurefl way © | 
Soft Mufick's Call, tho' you ſhould danm bis Play. 
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Advertiſement. 


HE Reader may find ſome Faults 

in this PLAY, which my Ulneſs 
prevented the amending of; but there is 
great Amends made in the Repreſentation, 
which cannot be match'd, no more than 
the friendly and indefatigable-Care of Mr. 
IWilks, to whom I chiefly owe the Succels 


G. Farguhar. 
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PROLOGUE: 
Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


IJ 1 E N Strife diſturbs, or Sloth corrupts an Age, 
Keen Satyr is the Buſine/s of the Stage, 

I en the Plain Dealer writ, he /afh'd thoſe Crimes 

Which then infeſied mofl———the modiſh Times: 

But now when Faciion ſleeps, and SI:th is fled, 

And all our Youth in adtive Fields are bred ; | 

When thre GREAT BRITAIN's fair extenſive Round, 

The Trumps of Fame, the Notes of UNION found ; - 

Il ken ANNA's Sceptre foints the Laws their Courſe, 

And her Example gives her Precepts Force; 

There ſcarce is room for Satyr ; all our Lays 

Muf! be, or Songs of Triumph, or of Praiſe. 

But as in Grounds beſt cultiiated, Tares 

And Poppies riſe among the Golden Ears; 

Our Produt jo, fit for the Field or School, 

Muſt mix with Nature's Favourite Plant 

Alleed that has to twenty Summers ran, 

S/oots up in Stalk, and Vegetates to Man, 

Simpling our Author goes from Field to Field ; 

Ard culls jfuch Fools as may Diverſion yield ; 

And, thanks to Nature, there's no want of thoſe, | 

For Rain or Shine, the thrivIng Coxccmb grou's, | 

Flies to-night ave ſhiw neer laſh'd before, 

Yet ſuch 5 Nature fheaws you evV'ry Hour ; 

Nor can the Piftures give a juſt Offence, 

For Fools are made for Feſts to Men of Senſe. 


a Fool. 


D R A- 


DRAMATIS PERSONX. 
M E N. 


 Aimxvel, (Two Gentlemen of bro-) Mr. Mills. 
ken Fortunes, the firſt | | 
i as Maſter, and the ſe. | FORINN 
Archer, ( cond as Servant. J Mr. Wilks. 
Count, F{ A French Officer, Priſon- Mitra 
Billair, - {. - of at Liredfald, © Ee YOON 
RF” A Country Blockhead, |] | 
Cuilets } * bental © ki Wt. © Mr. Perbragger 
Freeman, A Gentleman from Lond-n. Mr. Keen. 


Foigard, ; A Prick, Chaplain to the & Mr Bonven, 


| French Ofkeers. 
Gibbet, A Highway Man, Mr. Cibber, 
rs wig F His Companions, 
Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullock. 
Scrub, Servant to Mr. Sulltn, Mr, Norris. 


WOMEN. 


ſ An old, civil, Country” 


__ Gentlewoman, that 
Lady cures all her Neigh- | Re, 
No boars of all Diftem- boa; Peouets 


pers, and fooliſhly 
[ fond of her Son Sullen, 4 
Dorinda, Lady Bountiful's Daughter, Mrs. Brad/harw. 
Mrs. Sa/l:n, Her Daughter-in-law. Mrs. Oldfield. 


Gipg/:y, Maid (o the Ladies, Mrs. Mil. 
Cherry, TL 2 Daugh- © Mrs. Bicknel. 


SCENE LITCHFIELD. 
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KCT*E 
SCENE, 4 Inn. 


Enter Boniface ruming. 


ESE Hamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daugh- 
£2 2%. ter Cherry ; all aſleep? all dead 2 


Enter Cherry running. 
| Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye 
| bawl! ſa, Father? D'ye think we 
bave no Fars ? | 
Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young Minx :— 
The Company of the Warrington Coach has ftood in 
the Hall this Hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
Chambers, 
Cher. And let 'em wait, Father ; there's neither Red- 
Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. | 
Bon. But they threaten to go to another Inn to- 


night, 
* __ Cher. 
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Cher. That they dare not, for fear the Coxchma 


ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow. —Coming, coming; 
Here” $ the L: ondau Coach arriv'd. 


. Enter ſeveral People with Trunks, Band. B,xe, With | 
other Luggaze, and criſs the Stage, | 


Bon. W.:lcome, I, aGies. 
S Cher, Very welcome, Gentlemen 
ſacw the Lyon and the Ree. 


Chamberlain, 


— «a. ._ ted. Wy 


[Exit with the Company. 


Enter Aimvwell an a Riding Hibit, Archer as Footmar, 
cairying a Portmanteau. 

Bn, This way, this way, Gentlemen. 

_ £im, Set down the things ; goto the Stable, ang ſe 
my Horſes well rubb'd. 

.- ©. MP0. 4 JO, $35, > [Exit, 

Aim. You're my Landlord, Iſuproſe ? 
Bon, Yes, Sir, I'm old //. Teaſers pretty well 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 

Aim. O! Mr. Boniface, your Servant. 

Bon. O! Sir What will your Honour plea{e 
to drink, as the Saying 1s ? 

Aim. 1 have heard your Town of Lirchficld muck 
fam'd for Ale, I think ; I'll taſte thar. | 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the 
beft Ale in Stafford/ti e; "tis ſmooth as' oil, ſweet as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ftrong as Brandy, and 
will be Juſt fourteen Years old the fifth Day of r.ext 
March, Old Style, 


PS erog You're very exact, I find, in the Age of your 
Ale 
Bon. As punQual, Sir, as I am in the Age of my 
Children : I'll ſhew you ſuch Ale—— Here, Tapfter, 
broach Number 1706, as the Saving 15 ; Dir. you 
ſhall taſte my Arno D:mini I nave livd in Litch- 
fi/d, Man and Boy, above eight and fifty Years, and, 


1 believe, have not conſum'd eight and hity Ounces of 
M:at, | 


Aim, 
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Aim. At a Meal, you mean, if one may oueſs your 
Senſe by your Bolk. | 


Ban, Not in my Life, Sir: I have fed purely upon 


Ale ; I have eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and I aways 
liecp upon Ale. 


Enter Tapfter avith a Batt! e PR Graſs. 


| Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee [ Filling zt out.) Your Wor- 


ſhip's Health : Ha! delicious, delicious fancy it 


Burgundy, only Raney 1 Ir, and 'tis woith ten Shillings a 
arte: | 
Aim. LDrinks.[ "Tis confounded firong, | : 
Bon. Strong ! It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be 
frong that drink it? © 


Aim. And have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord? . 


Bon. Ei ight and fiſty Years, upon my Credit, Sir; 


| but it kill'd my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is, 
- Aim. How came that to pals ? 

Bin. I don't know how, Sir; ; ſhe would not let the 
Ale take its natural Courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qualifying 
it every now and then with a Dram, as the Saying 1s 3 
and an honeſt Gentleman that camethis way from Jre- 
land, made her a Preſent of a dozen Bottles of Uſque- 
baugh but the poor Woman was never well 


after.: But, howe' er, I was oblig'd to the Gentleman, 
you know. 


Aim, Why, was it the Uſquebaugh that kill'd her? - 


Bun. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo—She, good Lady, 
did what «ith be.done ; ſhe cur'd her of three 'Tym- 
panies, but the fourth carry'd her of ; but ſhe's happy, 
and I'm contented, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bount:zful, you mention'd ?. 

Bon. *Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drink her Health. 
( Drinks.) My 1 ady Bountifu'! 1s one of the beſt of Wo- 
men: Herlaft Huſband, Sir Charles Bounti/ul, leſt her 
worth a thouſand Pound a Year; and, I believe, ſhe 
lays out one halt on't in charitable Uſes for the good of 
her Neighbours ; ſhe cures Rheumatiſms, Ruptures, 
and broken Shins 1 in Men ; Green-Sickneſs, Obftruc- 


tions, 


' 


= An IAEA 29 SGI in 
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tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women : 'The 
King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblains in Children; 
In ſhort, ſhe has cured more People in and about Lircþ. 
Geld within ten Years, than the DoRors have kill'd in 
twenty, and that's a bold Word. 

Aim. Has the Lady been any other way uſeful in her 
Generation ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a Daughter by Sir Char, the 
fineſt Woman in all our Country, and the greateſt For. 
tune: She has a Son too, by her firſt Huſband, 'Squire 
| Sullen, who marry'd a fine Lady from London (other 
_ Day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. 

Aim, What ſort of a Man is he? 

Bun. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough ; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, *faith : But he's 

a Man of preat Eſtate, and va - no body. 

Aim. A Spoitſman, I ſuppole ? | 

Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a Man of Pleaſure; he plays at 
Whiſk, and ſmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours to- 
gether ſometimes, 
fas Aim, A fine Sportſman; truly! And marry 'd, you 

? 
"hw Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir—But he's 
a——He wants it here, Sir. 
[ Pointing to his Forehead, 
din. He has it there, you mean, 

_ Bon, That's none of my Buſineſs ; he's my Landlord, 
and ſo a Man, you know, wou'd not Wor 1- cod, 
he's no better than-—Sir, my humble Service to you, 

[ Drinks.) Tho' 1 value not a Farthing what he can do 
tome; I pay him his Rent at Quarter-day; I have 
a good Running-Trade ; I have but one Daughter, and 
I can give her—But no matter for that. | 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray, what 
other Company bave you in Town ? 

Bon. A power of fine Ladies; and then we have the 
Fre:ch Officers, | 
Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of 

thoſe Gentlemen : Pray, how Go you like thesr Com- 


pany ? 


3 | | Bin. 


* Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 


= Crime ſo ſhameful as Poverty. 
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B.n. So well, as the Saying is, that T cou'd wiſh we. 
had as many more of 'em ; they're full of Money, and 
pay double for every thing they have ; they know,.Sir, 
| that we paid good round Taxes for the taking of 'em, 


and fo they are willing to reimburſe us a lictle : One of 
| 'em lodges in my Houſe, | 


Enter Archer, T, 
| Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French Gentlemen 
below, that aſk for you. 
Bon. P11 wait on 'em ——— Does your Maſter ſtay 
long in Town, as the Saying is. [To Archer, 
_ Arch. 1 can't tell, as the Saying is, 
 B-n. Come from London ? | 


Arch. No! 

Bon. Going to London, may hap! . 

Arch. No! | | DE = 
| Bon. An odd Fellow this: I beg your Worſhip's 
Pardon, Pl! wait on you in half a Mmute. [ Exit. 


Aim. The Coaſt's clear, I fee——Now, my dear 
_ Arch, 1 thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity, 
Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave Canting ; you need 
not change your Style with your Dreſs. 
A; ch, Don't miſtake me, Aimwe/l, for 'tis till my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 


Aim. "The World confefles it every Day in its Prac- 
tice, tho* Men won't own it for their Opinion; Who 
di1 that worthy Lord, my Brother, ſingle out of the 
Side-box to ſup with him t'other Night? 

Arch. Fuck Handicraft, a handiome, well-dreſs'd, 
mannerly, ſharping Rogue, who keeps the beſt Com» 
pany in 'Town, | 

Aim. Right; and pray, who marry'd my Lady 
Manſlaughter t'other Day, the great Fortune ? | 

Arch. Why, Nick Marrahone, a profeſs'd Pick- 
pocket, and a good Bowler ; but he makes a hand- 


fome Figure ; and rides in his Coach that he formerly 
uſed to ride b;hind. | 


Him, 


| 
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— Aim. Put did you obſerve poor Jack Generous in thy 
Park laſt Week? 

Arch. Yes, with his Autumnal Periwig, ſhading is 
melancholy Face, his Coat older than any thing but 
i;ts Faſhion, with one Hand idle in his Pocket, ang 
with the other picking his uſeleſs Teeth ; and tho! the 
Mall was crowded with Company, yet was poor 7Jack 
as ſingle and ſolitary as a Lion in a Defart: 

Aim. And as much avoided, for no Crime upon 
Earth but the want of Money. 

Arch. And that's enough ; Men muſt not be poor; 
Iuleneſs is the Root of all Evil; the World's wide 
enovgh, let *em bullle : Fortune has taken the Weak 
_ under her ProteQion, but Mcn of Senſe are left to their 

Induſtry. 

Aim, Upon which Topick we proceed, and, I think, 
Inckily hitherto * Wou'd not any Man ſwear now that 
I am a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, when if 
our 1itrinfick Value were known 
Arch, Come, come, we are the Men of intrinſick 
Value, who can ſtrike our Fortunes out of ourſelves, 
who!c Worth is independerit of Accidents in Life, or 
Revolutions in Government : We have Heads to pe 
Morey, and Hearts to ſpend it. 

4im. As to our Hearts, I grant ye, they are as wil. 
ling "Tits as any within twenty Degrees ; but I can 
have no great Opinion of our Hearts from the Service 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be thatthey brought 
us from L:udon hither to Leitchfieſd, made me a Lord, 
and you my Servant. 

Arch. "That's more than you cou'd expe&t already. 
But what Money have we left ? 

Aim. But two hundred Pound. 

Arch. And our Horſes, Cloaths, Rings, &c why, 
we have very good Fortunes now for moderate People; 
and let nie tell ycu, that this two hundred Pound, 
with the Experience that we are now Maſters of, is 
a betier Eftate than the ten thouſand we have ſpent 
Cur Friends indeed began to ſuſpect that our 


Pockets were low, but we came oF with flying Co- 
| 1081s, 
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fours, ſhew'd no ſigns: of Want either in Word or 
TRe--... : "ts * a 
Him. Ay, and our going to Bru//tls was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, T war- . 
rant you, our Friends imagine, . that we are gone a 
Volunteering, ce Rl To. 
Arch. Why, 'faith if this Proje& fails, it muſt e'en 
come to that, I am for venturing one of the Hundreds, 
if you will, upon this Knight Errantry ; but in caſe iv 
ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us to ſome 
| Counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, in aBlaze, 
4im, With all my Heart, and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our Fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd 'em, _ 
Arch. Right ; ſo much Pleaſure for ſo much Money ; 
we have had our Penny-worths ; and had I Millions, I 
wou'd goto the ſame Market again. O London, London ! 
well, we have had our Share, and let us be'thankful : 
Paſt Pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt, ſuch we are 
ſure of; thoſe to come may diſappoint us, _ : 
Aim. [t has often griev'd the Heart of me, toſee how | 
ſome inhumane Wretches murder their kind Fortunes ; 
thoſe that by ſacrificing all to one Appetite, ſhall ſtarve 
all the ret— You ſhall have ſome that live only in their 
Palates,and in their Senſe of Taſting ſhall drownthe other 
Four : Others are only Epicures in Appearances,ſuchwho 
ſhall ſtarve their Nights to make a Figure a Days, and 
famiſh their own, to feed the Eyes of others : A cofitrary 
| fort confine their Pleaſures to the dark, and contract 
their ſpacious Acres to the Circuit of a Muff-ſtring. 
Arch. Right; but they find the Indies in that Spot 
where they conſume 'em, and, I think, your kind = 
Keepers have much the beſt on't ; for they indulge the | 
moſt Senſes by one Expence, there's the Secing, Hear- " 
ing and Feeling, amply gratify'd z. and ſome Philo- 
ſophers will tell you, that from ſuch a Commerce, | 
there ariſes a ſixth Senſe, that gives infinitely more 
Pleaſure than the other five put together. 
Aim, And to paſs to the other Extremity, of all 
Keepers, I think thoſe the worſt that keep their Money: _ 
' Vol. II, 0 - | Arch. 


Fs 
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 Hrch. Thoſe are the moſt miſerable Wights in Being: 
they deſtroy the Rights of Nature, and diſappoint the 
Bleflinys of Providence : Give me a Man that keeps hi 
Five Senſes keen and bright as his Sword, that has 'em 
always drawn out in their juſt Order and Strength, 
with his Reaſon, as Commander at the Head of 'em, 
that detaches 'em by turns upon whatever Party of Plea. | 
ſore agreeably offers, and commands'em to retreat upon 
_ theleaſt Appearance'of Diſadvantage, or Danger :!— 
For my part, [can ftick to my Bottle, while my Wine, 
my Company, and my Reaſon, holds good ; I can be 
charm'd with Sappho's Singing, without falling in Love 
with her Face: I love Hunting, but would not like 
AAe.n. be eaten up by my own Dogs ; I love a fine 
Houſe, | but let another keep it; and juſt ſo I love a 
FR HSI PT TT TSS 000, 
Aim. In that laſt Particular you have the better of me. 
Arch, Ay, you're'ſuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm 
afraid you'll ſpoil our Sport ; you can't counterfeit the 
Paſſion without feeling it. © "Wn 

Aim. 'Tho' the whining part be out of doors in 
Town, *tis ſtill in force with the Country Ladies :— 
And let me tell yon, Frank, the Fool in- that Paſſion 
ſhall ontdo the Knave at any time. es 

Arch. Well, I won't diſpute it now ; you command 
ſor the Day, and ſo I ſubmit :—At Nottingham, you 
know, I am to be Maſter. © | L 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I again, © 

- Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which, Ithink, ſhall 
be our laſt Stage; for, if we fail there, we'll embark 
for Holland, bid adieu to Yenus, and welcome Mar:. 

Aim, A Match ! [Enter Boniface.) Mum. Þ 
Bon, What will your Worfhip pleaſe to have for 
Supper ? tet: F 9A © ne es | 

Aim. What have you got? 

- 'Bun. Sir,'we havea delicate piece of Beef in the Pot, 
and a Pig at the Fire. | 

Aim. Good: Supper-meat, I muſt confeſs——1 can't 
eat Beef, Landlord. | | 

Arch, And I hate Pig. 


. 


FY 
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| Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah ! Do you know who 


you are ? [Afeat. 
Bex. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe ; I have every 
thing in the Houſe. 


Aim. Have you any Veal ? 

Ban, Veal! Sir, we had a delicate Loin of Veal 
on Wedneſday laſt. 

Aim, Have you got ny Fiſh, or Wild-fowl ? 

_ Bon. As for Fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland Town, 
_ and indifferently provided with Fiſh, that's" the truth 
on't ; but then fol Wild-fow! {IG have a delicate | 
Couple of Rabbets. | 

Aim. Get me the Rabbets fricaſſeed. | 

Bon. Fricafſced | Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 
ſmother'd with Onions. 

Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your Onions. ; 
Aim. Again, Sirrah !—Well, Landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold, I have a ſmall Charge of Money, 
and your Houſe is fo full of Strangers, that I believe it 

may be ſafer in your Cuſtody than mine ; for when this 

_ Fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing 

Here, Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong Box, - & 
Arch. Yes, Sir, ——this will give us Reputation. 

Aſide. Brings the Box. 

Aim. "Here, Landlord, the a are ſealed down 
both for your Security and mine; it holds fomewhat 
above T'wo hundred Pound ; if you doubt it, PII count 
it to you after Supper : But be ſure you lay it where I 
_ may haveit at a Minute's warning ; for my Aﬀairs are - 
a little dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be gone in 
Half an Hour, perhaps 1 may be your Gueſt till the 
beſt part of that be ſpent; wo 7 order your Oftler 
to keep my Horſes dy ſaddle But one thing above 
_ the reſt T muſt beg, that you would let this Fellow 
have none of your Anno Domini, as you call it; —— 
for he's the moſt inſufferable Sot — Here, Sirrah, 
light me to my Chamber, ' 

rch. Yes, Sir! [Exit Ighted ” Archer. 

Bos, Chitry, Daughter Cherry. 


N 2 | Enter 
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h | Enter Cherry, 
Cher. D'ye call, Father ? Ws EN LS 
Bon, Ay, Child, you muſt lay by this Box for the 
Gentleman, ?tis full of Money.  _ 
Cher. Money! all that Money ! why ſure, Father, 
the Gentleman comes to be choſen Parliament-mayn, 
Who 1s he? _.. oY Teo 
Bon, I don't know what to make of him ; he talks 
of keeping his Horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per. 
haps at a Minute's warning, or of ſtaying perbaps till 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. 
Cher. Ay! ten to one, Father, he's a Highway-man, 
Bon. A Highway-man! upon my Life, Girl, you have 
hit it, and this Box 15 ſome new-purchaſed Bopty.—— 
Now, cou'd we find him out,' the Money were ours, 
Cher. ile don't belong to our Gang, © © 
Bon. What Horſes have they ? 
Cher. 'The Maſter rides upon a Black. TOES 
Bon. A Black! ten-to one the Man upon the black 
Mare ;. and fince he don't belong to our Fraternity, we 
may betray him with a ſafe Conſcience :, I don't think 
it lawful to harbour any Rogues but my own. Look'e, 
Child, as the Saying 1s, we muſt go cunningly to 
work ; Proofs we muſt have ; the Gentleman's Servant 
loves Drink, I'll ply him that way, and ten to one he 
| loves a Wench ; you muſt work him tother way, 
Cher, Father, wou'd you have me give my Secret 
for his ? TT | 
Bon. Conſider, Child, there's 'Two hundred Pound 
to boot. [ Ringing without. ] Coming, coming.— 
Child, mind your Buſineſs. | 
Cher. What a Rogue is my Father" my Father ! 1 
deny it,— My Mother was a good, generous, free- 
hearted Woman, and I can't tel] how far her good na- 
ture might have extended for the good of her Children. 
This Landlord of mine, for I think I can call him no 
more, would betray his Gueſt, and debauch his Daugh- 
ter into the Bargain, ——by a Footman too ! 


Enter 
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Enter Archer. | 

Arch. What Footman, pray, Miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the Subject of your Contemplation ? - 

Cher. Whoever he is, Friend, he'll be but little 
the better for't. 

Arch. I hope fo, for, Pm ſure, you did notthink of me. 

_ Cher. Suppoſe I had? _ 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me ; for the 


Minute I came in, 1 was conſidering 1 in what manner I 
ſhould make Love to you, 


Cher, Love to me, Friend ! 

Arch. Yes, Child. 

Cher. Child ! Manners ; if you kept a little more 
diſtance, Friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diſtance ! good Night, Saucebox. [ Going. 

Cher, A pretty Fellow ; I Like his Pride. —Sir, pray, 
Sir, you ſee, Sar, [Archer returns] T have the Credit to 
be intruſted with your Maſter's Fortane'here, which ſets 
me a degree above his Footman ; I hope, Sir, you a'n't 
i 

Arch, Let me look you fall i in the Face, and I I tell 
you whether you can affront me or no, 'Sdeath 
Child, you have a pair of delicate Eyes, and you don't 
know what to do with 'em. | 

Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every bod) y 

Arch.” Ay, but if fome Women had * wo they wou'd 
kill every body.— Prithee inſtruct me, I wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 

Cher. Why, did you never make Love to any body 
before ? 

4rch. Never to a Perſon of your Fizure, I can aflure 
you, Madam ; my Addreſles have been always confin'd 


bes People within my own pane] I never aſpir'd fo B_. 
cior Pn 


| [Archer ngs. 
But you hk h bright, ho , 
And are areſsd ſo tight, | 
That a Man wcou'd ſwear you 'e Right, | 
As Arm was e&er laid over, © 


N 3 Such 
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Sueh an Air 
You freely; wear 
To enſnare, 
As makes each Gueſt a Lower : 


Since then, my Dear, I'm your Gueſt, 
Prithee give me of the _ 
Of what is ready Dreft : 

Since then my Dear,- &C. 


Cher. What can I think of this Man ? [Hh ] Will 
you give me that Song, Sir ? 
Arch. Ay, my Dear, take 1t while it is warm, 
[ Kiſſes her) Death and Fire ! herLips are Honey-combse, 
Cher. And I wiſh there had been a Swarm of Bees . 
_ too, to have ſtung you for your Impudence. 
Arch. There's a Swarm of Cupids, my little Venus, 
that has done the Buſineſs much better. 
Cher. This Fellow 1s mifbegottenas well as I. [ Ht.) 
What's your Name, Sir ? 
Arch. Name! I gad I have forgot i it. [Afide. ] Oh? 
Martin. — 
Cher. Where were you born ? 
Arch. In St. Martin's Pariſh, 
Cher. What was your Father ? 
_ Arch, Of—ot: St. Mariin's Panſh, 
_ Cher. "Then Friend, good-night, 
Arch. I hope not. 
Cher. You may depend upon” t. 
Arch, Upon what ? 
Cher. "That you” re very impudent. 
Arch. That you' 're very handſome, 
Cher. That you! re a Footman. 
Arch. That you're an Angel. 
Cher. I ſhall be rude. 
Arch. So ſhall I. 
Cher. Let go my Hand. 
Arch, Give me a Kiis. 
Sie her. Boniface cal/s avithout Cherry, Cherry 
ir. 


E 

.. 
þ 
{<= 
by 
K 
Is 
5 
” 
Is 
wu 
0 
by 
4 

F + 

4 
Fr: 
fb 
Re] 
| 
f 


rv whale wa ttt OE I a nos. rent tr 2c EA rn Ink ok ones 1 


Matrimouy; that I ſh 


The Beaux Stratagem. "BF 


| Cher. P'm——My Father calls ; you 'plaguy Devil, 
how durſt you ſtop my Breath ſo ?—Offer to follow 
me one ſtep, if you dare, 

Arch. A far Cog. by this Light; this i 15a pretty 
fair Ope .of an Adventure; but we are Savght 
Errants, an af ſo F ortune be our Guide. | (E 
"Tv Sd of the fot ACT. | 


RK: MEIN ON NORM * 
AC T 1.. 


SC EN E; A Gallay in Lady Bountiful's 
| _ Houſe. | 


Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


Der. Orrow, my dear Siſter ; are you for Church 
this Morning d=1 | 
| Mis. Sal. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
help me; But 1 think, Dorinza, there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againſt bad Huſbands. 

Dor. But there's a Form of Law at Door: Comms ; 
and I ſwear, Siſter Sz/len, rather than ſee you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that : For beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
Broils, as being Siſter to the Huſband, and Friend to the 
Wife, your Examples me ſuch an Impreſſion of 

x6 1 be apt to condemn my Perſon 
toa long Vacationall its Life—But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
that you brought 1 it to a Caſe of Separation, what can 
you urge againſt your Huſband ? My Brother 1 bs firſt, 


the moſt conflant Man alive. 


Mrs. Sal. 'The moſt conſtant Huſband, _ grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. -- : 

Mrs. Sul, No, he always ſleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a laintenance FRo_Re to your 


NT" + 
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Mrs. Sl. A Maintenance ! do you take me, Madam, 
for an Hoſpital Child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſ 
| my BenefaGors, for Meat, Drink, and Clothes ? As ] 
take it, Madam, I brought your Brother ten 'Thouſand 
Pounds, out of which I might expe& ſome pretty 
things, call'd Pleaſures, 

Der. You ſhare in all the Pleaſures that the Country 
affords. fe-5 TN kx | | 
Mrs. Sl. Country Pleaſures ! Racks and Torments | 
Doft think, Child, that my Limbs were made for leaping 
of Ditches, andclambring over Styles ; or that my P:r-nts 
_ wiſely foreſeeing my future Happineſs in Country tlea- 
ſures, had early inftruced-me in rural Accompliſhments 
of drinking fat Ale, playing at Whiſt, and ſmoaking 
Tobacco with my Huſband ; or of ſpreading of Plaiſters, 
brewing of Diet-drinks, and ſulling Roſemary-Water, 
with the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-1n-Lay ? 

Der. I'm forry, Madam, that it is not more 1n our 
| Power to divert you ; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
Entertainments were a little mcre polite, or your 'Taſte 
a little leſs refin'd : But pray, Madam, how came the 
Poets and Philoſophers, that labour'd ſo much in hunt. 
ing after Pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a Country Lite ? 
Mrs. S#/. Becauſe they wanted Money, Child, to find 
out the Pleaſures of the 'Town: Did you ever hear of a 
Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pound? If you 
_ can ſhew meſuch aMan, I'll Iay you fifty Pound, you'll 

find him ſomewhere within the Weekly Bills. Not that] 
diſapproveruralPleaſures, as thePoets have painted them 
in their Landſcapes; every Phyll;shas her Corydon, every 
murmuring Stream, and every flow'ry Mead gives freſh 
Alarms to Love.—Peſides, you'll find, that their Cou- 
' ples were never marry'd :—But yonder, [ ſee my Co- 
ryden, and a ſweet Swain it is, Heaven knows—-. ome, 
Dorinda, don't be angry, he's my Huſband, and your 
Brother, and between bot 15s he not a ſad Brute ? 

Dor. IT have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt Judge. | / 

Mrs. Sul. O Siſter, Siſter ! if ever you marry, beware 

of aſullen, filent Sot, one that'salways muling, _ _ 
; : | INKS 3 
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thinks, — There's ſome Diverſion in a talking Block - 
head ; and;fince a Woman muſt wear Chains, I wou'd 
have the Pleafure of hearing 'em rattle a litle.—Now 
you ſhall ſee ; but take this Þy the way, He came home 
this Morning at his uſual Hour of Four, waken'd me 
out of a ſweet Dream of ſomething elſe, by tumblin 
over the Tea-Table, which he broke all to pieces ; 

ter his Man and he has rowl'd about the. Room like 
ſick Paſſengers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed, 
dead as a Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's Baſket; his Feet 
cold as Ice, his Breath hot as a Furnace, and his Hands. 
and his Face as grealy as his Flannel Night-Cap——- 
Oh Matrimony ! Matrimony ! He 'toffes up the 
Clothes with a barbarous ſwing over his Sholders, diſ- 
orders the whole Oeconomy of my Bed, leaves me half 
naked, and my whole Night's Comfort is the tuneable 
Serenade of that waketul Nightingale, his Noſe. 

O the Pleaſure of counting the melancholy Clock by 
a ſnoaring Huſband ! But: now, Siſter, you ſha 
ſee how handſomely, being a 0; Corn _ ke wil 
beg my Pardon. _ 


Enter Sullen.. 

Sal. My Head akes ay, F 

Mrs. $/. Will you be, pleaſed, my Dear, | to drink 
Tea m_—_ this Morning ? Tv do your Bad good. 

Sul. No 

Dor. Coffee, Brother E .- 

Sul. iPſhaw ! 

Mrs. SJ. Will yon pleaſe to dreſs,.and [4 to Church | 
with me ? the Air may help you. 13: 
Sal. Scrub { 


Scrub. Six} $48 

. 841. What Day o&'th* Week is this? 

_ Scrub, Soadey, a'n't pleaſe your Worſhip, Fans” 

| Sul. Sunday! bring me a Dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the Veniſon-Paſty, and a Tankard of ftrong Beer 
_—_ IST, P11 go to Breakfaſt, | [Going.. 
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Enter Scrub... 
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| Dor. Stay, ſtay, Brother, you ſha'n't get off fo ; you 
were very naught laſt Night, and muſt make your Wife 
Reparation: Come, come, Brother won't you aſk Par- 


_ don? 


oa For what 7: ot: 
Dor. For being drunk laſt Night. 
Sul, 1 can afford it, can't I ? 
Mrs. Sal. But I can't, Sir. 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. Wy 
Mrs, Sal. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this 1s not 
to be bom. Ee Lal | 
Sul, I'm glad on't. | 
_ Mrs. Sul. What 1s the Reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly ? | 
Sul. Scrub ! | 
Scrub, Sur! OD Re os W 
| Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my Head. [Exz. 
 . Mrs. Sl. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may turn 
the Edge of your Razor [Exit Scrub.) Inveterate Stupi- 
dity ! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a Spleen 
as his? O Siſter, Siſter ! I ſhall never ha' good of the 
Beaſt till I get him. to Town ; London, dear London is 
' the Place for managing and breaking a Huſband. 
Der. And has not a Huſband the ſame Opportunities 
there for humbling a Wife ? f 
- Mrs. Sul. No, no, Child, tis a ftanding Maxim -in 
 Conjugal Diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd enſlave his 
Wife, he hurnies her into the Country ; and whena Lady 
would be arbitrary with her Huſband, ſhe wheedles 
her Booby up to Town——A Man dare not play the 
, "Tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo many Examples 
 toencourage the Subje to rebel. O Dorinda, Dorinda! 
afine Woman may do any thing in Londex : O' my Con- 
ſcience, ſhe may raiſe an Army of Forty thouſand Men, 
"Dor. 1 fancy, Siſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your Power that way here in Lizchfie/d; you have drawn 
the French Count to your Colours already, - 
_ Mrs. Sul. The French are a People that can't live 
without thew Gallantries, -. 
Dor 
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Dor. And ſome E gli that I know, Siſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch Amuſements. . + | 

Mrs. Sul. Well, Siſter, Since the Truth muſt out, it 
may do as well now as hereafter; I think, one way to 
rouſe my lethargick, ſottiſh pena is to give him a 
Rival ; Eecurity begets Neg! igence in ail People, and 
Men muſt be alarm'd to make 'em alert in their Duty : 
Women are like Pi&cures, of no value in the Hands 
of a Fool, till he os Men of Senſe bid high for the 
Purchaſe.  ' 

Dor. 'This minke do, Siſter, if my Brother's Under- 
ſtandin were to be convinc'd into a Paſſion for you; 
| but, 1:-believe, there's a natural Averſion of his Side, 
and I fancy, Siſter, that you don't come much behind 
| him, if you dealt fairly. 

Mrs. Sa/. I own it ; we are kd Contradidtions, 
Fire and Water. But I cou'd be contented with a great 
_ many other Wives, to humour the cenſorious Vulgar, 
and give the World an Appearance of living well with 

my Huſband; cou'd I bring him but to diſſemble a 
little Kindneſs to.keep me in Countenance, 

Dur. But how do you know, Siſter, but that inſtead 
of rouſing your Huſband, by this Artifice to a counter- 
 feit Kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real Fury? _ 

Mrs. Sul; Let him :—If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 
Dor, But how muſt I behave myſelf between oor '% 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt afliſt me. 

Der. What, againſt my own Brother bd'f 

Mrs. Su/, He 1s but half a Brother, and Pm your en- 
tire Friend : If I goa Step beyond the Bounds of Ho- 
nour, leave me ; till then, T expect you ſhould go along 
with me-in every thing ; while I. truſt my Honour in 
your Hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mine— | 
'The Count is:to dine here to-day. - 

Dor. *Tis a ftravge thing, Sifter, that I can't like 
| that Man. | 4 
Mrs, Sul. You like nothin » your Tine is notcome; 
Love and Death have their atalities,: and ſtrike home 
one time or other ;w— You'll pay for all one Day, 1 

warrant 
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warrant ye—But come, my Lady's Tea is ready, and 
*tis almoſt Church-time. 1, [Exeunt, 


SCENE, The Inn. 
| Emer Aimwell dre//d, and Archer. | 
Aim. And was ſhe the Daughter of the Houſe ? 
Arch. The Landlord is fo blind as to think ſo; but 
I dare ſwear ſhe has better Blood in her Veins. 
Aim. Why doſt think fo? —- | 

Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has apert Je-xe-/jai-quoy, 
ſhe reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and 1s troubled with 
_ Vapours. CELTH : | 35.31 

Aim. By which Diſcoveries, I gueſs that you know 
More of her. | EOF N 

 4rch, Not yet, *faith ; the Lady gives herſelf Airs, 
forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. | 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one Word more o'that, and I'll declare 
myſelf, ſpoil your-Sport there, and every where elſe; 
look ye, Aimawell, every Man in his own Sphere. 

Aim. Right, and therefore you 'muſt pimp for your 
Maſter. _ DMOR 3: | 
Arch. In the uſual Forms, good Sir, after I have 
ſery'd myſelf — But to our Buſineſs — You are fo well 
Ureſs'd, Tom, and make fo handſome a Figure,. that I 
fancy you may do Execution in a Country Church ; the 
exterior Part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to 
make that Impreſſion favourable. 46% 
im. There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
Advantage : The Appearance ofa Stranger in a Coun- 
| try Church, draws as many Gazers as a Blazing Star 3 

Bs ſooner he _ into the ha pm but a Train of 
Whiſpers runs buzzing round the Congregation in a 
Memon :— Who D he Whevce s. 0 he ? Do 
ou know him — Then, I, Sir, tips me the Verger 

alf a Crown ; he pockets the Simony, and indus 
me into the beſt Pew in the Church, I pull out my 
Snaff-box, turn my ſelf round, bow to the Biſhop, or 
the Dean, if he be the commanding Officer ; ſingle 
Qut a Beauty, rivet both my Eyes to hers, _ 4 
| | | ole 
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Noſe a bleeding by the Strength of Imagination, and 
ſhew the whole Church my Concern, by my endea- 
youring to hide it : after the Sermon, the whole Town. 
ives me to. her -for a Lover, and by perſuading the 
Tady that I am adying for her, the 'Tables are turn'd, 
and ſhe in-good earneſt falls in Love with me. _ 
Arch. There's nothing in this, Tom, without a Pre- 
cedent ; but inſtead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, 
try Fo fix '*em upon a Fortune ; that's our Buſineſs at 
elent. 00 a | 
: Aim. Pſhaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without ® © 


Fortune.—Let me alone for a Mark's-man. 

Arch. Tom! | | 

Aim. Ay! | | 4, 

Arch. When were you at Church before, pray ? 

Aim. Um—T was there at the Coronation,” 

Arch. And how can you expeQ a Bleſfling by going 
to Church now? Es 
| Aim. Bleſling ? nay Frank, I aſk but for a Wife! | 

Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreaſonable in 
his Demands. [Exit at the oppoſite Door. 


Enter Bonifice and Cherry. 

Bon. Well, Daughter, as the Saying 1s, have you 
brought Martin to confeſs ? | 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of a Man ; Þ'm but young, you know, Fa- 
ther, and don't underſtand Wheedling. | 

Bon. Young! why you Jade, as the Saying is, can any 
Woman wheedle that is not young ? Your Mother was 
uſeleſs at five and twenty ! Would you make your Mo- 
ther a Whore, and me a Cucko!d, as the Saying is ? I 
tell you, his Silence confeiles it, and his Maſter ſpends 
his Money fo freely, and is ſo much a Gentleman every 
manner of Way, that he muſt be a Highway-man. 


' © Enter Gibbetin a Chak. _ 
G:b. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaſt clear ? 
Zou, O, Mr. Gibbet, what's the News? peu : 

| | iÞs 


- 
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Gib. No matter, aſk no Queſtions, all fair and ho- 
nourable'; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a Bag.) 
Two hundred: Sterling Pounds, as as ever hang'd 
or ſfav'd a Rogue ; lay 'em by with the reft, and here 
— Three Wedding—or Mourning Rings, *tis much 
the ſame you know————Here, © two Silver-hilted 
Swords ; 1] took thoſe from [Fellows that never ſhew 
any part of their Swords -but the Hilts : Here is a 
| Diamond Necklace which the Lady hid in the privateſt 
Place in the Coach, but I found it out : This Gold 
W atch I took from a Pawnbroker's Wife, it was left 
in her Hands by a Perſon of Quality, there” $ Nang _ 
upon the Caſe. 
| Cher. But who had you the Money from ? | 
_ Gib. Ah! —_ Woman! I pitied her ;——From a 
poor Lady juſt eloped from herd Huſband, ſhe had made 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as 
ſhe cou'd drive; ſhe told me of her H uſband's barba- 
_rous Uſage, and fo Faith T'left.her Half a Crown. But 
I had almoſt forgot, my Gear Cherry, ! have a Preſent 
for you. | 
_ Cher, What it? | 
Gib. A Pot of Ceruſe, my Child, that I IR out 
of a Lady's under Petticoat Pocket. 
Cher. What, Mr. Gibber, do you think that I paint! 
 Gib. Why, you Jade, your Betters do; I'm ſure the 
Lady that Itookit from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 
 kerchief.—Here, ' take my ous and go, ſecure the 
Premiſſes. 
Cher. I will ſecure *em. | [Erit | 
Bon. But heark'e, where's Han fors and Bag /hot ? 
_ Gib. 'They'll be here to-night, - 4 
Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen 0 "te Pad 
on this Road ? 
Gib. No. 
- Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houſe 
juſt now. 
Gib. The Devil ! how d'ye ſmoak %em ? 
 Bon., Why, the one is gone to Church. 
_ Gib, "To Church! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt _ 
an 
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| Bos, And the other is now in. his Maſter's Chamber ; 
he pretends to be a Servant to the other, we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. 

Gib. dies all my Heart. 
Bon. Mr. Martin : / Mr. Martin! _ 


Enter Archer ondine a Perioig, and ſmging. 
 Gib. The Roads are conſumed deep, I'm as dirty as 
Ola Brentford at Chriftmas—— A good td F ellow 
_ that; who's Servant are you, Friend; Fc 

Arch. My —_— T 

Gib, Reall | 

Arch. Re | 

Gib. That's much—The F ellow has been at the 
Bar by his Evaſions ; — But, pray, Sir, what is your 
_ Maſter's Name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, 4atl; [Sings and combs the Prov: ]- 
This 1s the moſt obſtinate Curl— _ 

Gib. I aſk you his Name? 

Arch. Name, Sir— Tall, all, dall - Ly never > ak 
him his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? _ 

Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as 7; he were e be- 
fore a Judge : But pray, ha which ted does FO 
Maſter travel ? : 

Arch. A Horſeback. | 

 Gib. Very well again, an old Offender right — — 
| But, I Red | does o upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Void, fear, Sir! Tall, all. | 

Gib, I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch— 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheftr, and 
wou'd be glad of your Company, that's all—— Come, 
Captain, you'll ftay to night, I ſuppoſe; I'll ſhew you 
' a Chamber——Come, Captain.” 

Gib. Farewel Friend | [Exit. 

| Arch. Captain, your Servant——Captain ! a pretty. 
Fellow ! *Sdeath, 'I wonder that the Officers of the 


Nun \ al conſpire 40 beat all Scoundrels in Red but 


Eater 


| 
| 
' 
: 
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| 
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| 
' 
: 
© 


Trooper, I —_ 


Catechine I taught you laſt Night ? Ek 


muſta Lover do to obtain his Mitreſs ? 


| ke maſt 
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_ Emer Cherry, _ _ 

YY ke and Martin here ! Tho; ” he did not | 
iſten ; ; I wou'd have the Merit of the Diſcoyery all my 
own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love me. [.4/; rae. ] 
Mr. Martin, who was that Man with my Father ? 

Arch. Some Rgcruiting Serjeant, or "rs Out 


Cs. Alls fafe, I find. nals te dide 
.- Arch. .Come my Dear, have you conn'd over the 


Cher, Come, , p44 me. 4s 
Arch, What 1s Love ? 


Cher. Love is I know not. what, it comes s I know 


| not how, and goes I know not when. 


Arch, Very well, an apt Scholar. [Chuck ber unden 
the Chin.) Where does Love enter ?, | 
| Cher. Into the Eyes. _ 
 4rch. And where go out. 
Cher, I won't tell you, 
 Frch. Whatare the Obje& of that Paſſion ? 
Cher. Youth, Beauty, and clean. Linen. 
Arch. The Reaſon ? 
' Cher. The two firſt are faſhionable i in Nature, and 
the third at Court. 
Arch. That's my Dear : What are the Signs and. 


' Tokens of that Paſſion ? 


Cher. A ſtealing Look, aſtammering Tongue, Words 


jmprobable, Deſigns impoſlible, and Actions imprac- 
ticable. EE 
p What 


Arch. That's my good Child, kiſs me,- 
Cher. He muſt adore the Perſon that diſdains him, 


he muſt bribe the Chambermaid that Ya him, and 


court the Footman that laughs at ham |. — He muſt, 


Arch, Nay, Child, I muſt whit you if you don't 


Mind your Leſſon ; he muſt treat hisx—— 


Cher. O! ay, Hemuſt treathis Enemies with ReſpeCt, 


bis Friends with Indifference, and all'the'World lrg 


Con» | 
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@ontempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more ; he 
- muſt defire much, and hope little ; ; in ſhort, he muſt 
embrace his Ruin, and throw himſelf away. 

Arch, Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine ? 
Come, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Riddle ? 

_ Cher, "Now uſe being blind; he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and tho? a Child, he governs a Man. 

Arch, Mighty well ——And why is Love piftur'd 
blind ?. | 
| Cher, Becauſe the Painters out of their Weakneſs, or 

Privilege of their Art, choſe to- hide thoſe Eyes they 
could not draw. 

Arch. That's my dear little Scholar, kiſs me again,— 
And why ſhou'd Love, that's a Child, govern a'Man ? 

Cher. Becauſe that a Child 1s the End of Love. | 

Arch. And io ends Love's Catechiſm —— And now, 
my Dear, we'll go in and make my Maſter's Bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin You have taken 
_ a preat deal of Pains to in{truct me, and what ot he 
think I have learn'd by it? - 

_ Arch, What? 

Cher. That your Diſcourſe and your Habit are «Don- 
tradiftions, and it wou'd be Nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a Footman any longer. Pes.. 

Arch. *Oons, what a Witch it-is ! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
ſhall ever tempt me ; for tho' 1 was born to Servitude, 
] hate it : Own your Condition, {ſwear you love 
me, and then— 

Arch. And then we ſhall go make my Maſter's Bed ? 

Car Yes:--=- 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a Gentle- 


man, my Education was liberal ; but I went to London 


a younger Brother, fell into the Hands of Sharpers, 
who ftript me of my Money, my Friends diſown'd 
me, and now my Neceflity brings me to what you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand promiſe to marry 


me before you ſleep, and Ill make you Maſter of two 
thouſand Pounds, 


Arch, How ! 


C " 


| beware of my Father 
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Cher. 'Two thouſand Pound that I have this Mine 
in my own Cuſtody ; ſo throw off your Livery this In- 
ſtant, and Pl go find a Parſon? & 

Arch. What faid you? a Parſon. 
Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? _ 
- Arch. Scruple ! No, no, but—two' thouſand Pound 


you lay? 08 
| Cher. And better. Ho 58 4b # - . 
Arch, *Sdeath, what ſhall I do ?——— But heark'e, 


Child, what need you make me Maſter of yourſelf and 


Money, when you may have-the ſame Pleaſure out of 
me, and ſtill keep your Fortune in your own Hands ? 
Cher. 'Then-you won't marry me ? | 
. » Arch, T would marry you, but——— _. 
Cher, O ſweetSir, Pm your humble Servant, you're 
fairly caught : Wou'd you perſuade me thatanyGentle- 
man who cou'd bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
wow'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let the Condition be 
what 1t wou'd—no, no, Sir,—but I hope you'll pardon 
the Freedom I have taken, fince it was only to inform 
myſelf of the Reſpe& that I ought to pay you, {Going. 
Arch, Fairly bit, by Jupiter —Hold, hold ! and have 
.you actually. two thouſand. Pounds? © © 
Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets as well as you—when 


| you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free, and 


| be affur'd that T have Diſcoveries that;will match yours, 
be they what they will—In the mean while be ſatil- 
fied that no Diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt 709 
EGTA | xit, 
_ Arch. So--we're like to have as many Adventures in 
our Inn, as Dox 2vixete had in his——Let me ſee — 
two thouſand Pounds ! If the Wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the Money were ſpent, I-gad, one wou'd 
marry her; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or 
two, and the Wife may live Lord knows how 
long ! Then an Inn-Keeper's Daughter ; ay, that's the 
Devil—there my Pride brings me off. | 


For whatſover the Sages charge on Priat, 
The Angels Fall, and twenty Faults bejide, , 
" 


The , Beaux Straibageid 29 : 


On Earth, I'm ſure, "mong us of mortal Calling, + 
Pride Javes Man oft, and Woman too from falling. 


[Exit. 
The End ena ſecond A CT: 


CANS ENNIS CH 
2. A-4CT ME. 


-SCEN B, Lady Bountiful' s Houſe, 
| Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sul. VF TT A, ha, ha, my door Siſter, let me edicoce 
thee, now we are Friends indeed ; for I 
ſhall have a Secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine— 
now you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you 
converſable in the SubjeQs of the Sex. | | 

Dor. But do you think that I am fo weak as to fall 
in Love with a Fellow at firſt fight ? 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw : now you ſpoil all, why ſhou'd not 
we be as free in our Friendſhips as the Men ? I wars- 
rant you the Gentleman has got to his-Confident alrea- 
dy, has avow'd his Paſſion, toaſted your Health, call'd 
you ten thouſand Angels, has 'run ovez your Lips, 
Eyes, Neck, 'Shape, Air, and every thing, in a De- 
ſcription that warms their Mirth to aſecond Enjoyment. 

Der. Your Hand, Siſter, I a'n't well. 

Mrs: Sul: So—ſhe? s breeding already—come, Child, 

up with it—hem a little—ſo—now tell me, don't you 
7 e the Gentleman that we ſaw at Church juſt now ? 

Dor. The Man's well enough. _ 

Mrs. Sz/.” Well enough ! Is he not a Demi-God, 2 
Narciſſus, a Star, the Man ! the Moon ? 

Dor. -O Siſter, I'm extremely 111. 

Mrs. $zl. Shall I ſend to your Mother, Child, for a 
little of her Cephalick Plaifter to put to the Soles of your 
Feet ? or ſhall I Tfend to the Gentleman for ſomething ſor 
J.——C_ unlace, your Stays, unboſome you 

c 
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ſelf—the Man is perfeRly a pretty Fellow, I ſaw kin 
when he firſt came into Church. | | 


_ Nature did it all 


Dor. 1 ſaw him too, Siſter, and with an Air that 
ſhone, methought, like Rays about his Perſon. 

Mrs. Sul. Well ſaid, up withit. | 
Dor. No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to ſet 
kim off, no ſtudy'd Looks, nor artful Poſture, ——but 


Mrs. $z/. Better and better—One Touch more— 
come nn LINE 

Dor. But then his Looks—did you obſerve his Eyes ? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I Rds Eyes ; well, what 
of ns Eyes f..;. | 

Dor. Sprightly, but not whore 371. O they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me—and then 
his Looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they 


_ aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with Pride die at my 


Feet, tho” he ſcorn'd Slavery any where elſe. | 
Mrs. Sul. The Phyfick works purely=—— How d'ye 
find your ſelf now, my Dear? © 


Dor. Hem ! much better, my Dear—O here comes 


 _ our Mercury ! | Enter Scrub. Well, Scrub, what News- 


of the Gentleman ? | 
Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole Packet 


of News. 


Dor. Open it quickly, come. : 
- Scrud. Inthe firſt Place I enquir'd who the Gentleman 


| was? 'They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, Iaſk'd 
 whatthe Gentleman was? They anſ{wer'd and ſaid, That 


they never ſaw him before. ' Thirdly, 1 enquir'd what 
Countryman he was? "They reply*d, *twas more than 
they knew. Feurthly, I demanded whence he came ? 
Their anſwer was, they. cou'd not tell. And fb, 1 
aſk'd whither he went ? And they reply'd, they knew 
nothing of the Matter.— And this 1s all I cou'd learn. 
_ Sul. But what do the People ſay ? Can't they 
pueſs? * Kt 
: Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome gueſs he's 
a Mountebank, ſome ſay one thing,ſome another ; but 
for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit? 


Der 
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Der. A Jeſuit ! Why a Jeſuit? ' | 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his Horſes ahrays ready 
addled, and his Footman talks French. 

Mrs. Sul. His Footman ! 

Scrab, Ay, he and the Count's Footman were TY 
bering French, like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 


Pond ; and 1 believe they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd | 
conſumedly. 


Dor. What fort of Livery has the Footman ? 
_ Scrub, Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 
tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with Lace, and then hehas Tops 
tohis Shoes, up to his mid Leg, a filver-headed Cane 
dangling at his Knuckles—he carries his Hands in his 
Pockets and walks juſt ſo — [Walks in a French Air.) 
and has a fine long Periwig ty'd up in a Bag 
Lord, Madam, he's cleap. another fort of Man han I, 

Mrs. Sul. That Ay eaſily be—but what ſhall we 
do now, Siſter ? | 

Dor. I have 1 it= This F ellow hes: 1 World of 


Simplicity, and ſome Cunning, the firſt hides ms inter 
by abundance—— Scrub. 5 


Scrub. Madam. 
| Dor. We have a greatMind to know who this Gen. 
| tleman is, only for our Satisfaftion. _ | | 
: _ Yes, Madam, it would be a SatisfaQtion, no 
oubt | 
Dor... gu muſt go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
Ale, becauſe you're Butler to-day. 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sul, O brave Siſter! o' my Conſeience, | 
underſtand the Mathematicks already—"Tis the oft 
Plot in the World ; your Mother, you know, will: be 
Four to Church, my Spouſe: will be got to the Ale- 
| _ with his Scoundrels, and the Houſe will be our 


and aſk the Fel- 
_ ſome Queſtions our ſelves. In the Country, Wm 


know, any Stranger is Company, and we're gl 
take up with the Butler in a Country Dance, and hap 
py if he'l do us the Fayour. 


Scrub, 
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Scrub. Oh ! Madam, you wrong me; I never re. 


. fus'd your APY the Favour in my Life, | 


Enter Gipſy, _— 
Gip. Ladies, Dinner's upon Table. - £5.74 
Der. Scrub, we'll excuſe FR Waiting—Gs 
where we order'd Tone 
Scrub, 1 ſhall. 


SCENE changer to the Inn, 
Enter Aimwell and Archer, 


Ws Well, Tom, I find you're a ns 
Aim. A Markſman ! who ſo blind cou'd be as not 


_ diſcern a Swan among the Ravens ? | 
. Arch. Well, but heark'e; Ainroell. 443; 


Aim. Aitrwell | ! callme Oroondates, Cefario, Amaii,, 


| all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and then Pl! an. 
' fwer. O Archer, IT read her thouſands in her Looks, 
ſhe look'd hike Ceres in her Harveſt, Corn, ' Wine and 


O11, Milk and Honey, Gardens, Groves and purling | 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. * - 

Arch. Her Face ! her Pocket, you mean : the Com, 
Wine and Oil, lies there. In ſhort, _y has ten thou- 


ſand Pound, that's the Engh/b on't. .- 


Aim. Her Eyes— 
Arch. Are Demi-Cannons, to be fare ; - fo I won't 


and their Battery. [ Going. 


- Aim. Pray excuſe me, my Paſſion muſt have vent, 
Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ye think theſe Ro- 
mantick Airs will do our Bu neſs ? Were my-Tem 


; as extravagant as yours, 4 AGVONITEE Rave ſomethung 
more romantick by half. 


Aim. Your Adventures. Lf 


t Arch. Yes. 


The Nymph, that ad her tavice tin PROT Pound;, 
With brazen Engine hot, and Quoif clear frarch's, 
Can fire the Gueſt in bony. of rot Bid—— 


T here' $ 
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There's a Touch of ſublime Mz/toz for you, ind the 
Subje&t but an Inn-keeper's Daughter : Ican play with 
a Girl as an Angler does with his Fiſh ; he keeps it at 
- the end of his Line, runs it up the Stivam, and down 
the Stream, till at laſt, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
T rout, and fo dana it into his Baſket. 1054160 id 
"Enter Boiiface, AI ax Ing: 
WO Mr. Martin, as the Ss & Is ks S an - 
honeſt Fellow. below, my Lady Bountiful's Butler, who 


begs the Honour that you wou'd go home with him 
and ſee his Cellar. - 


warn to the Gentleman, any tell 
him I will do myſelf Ie Hoon Pl wait on n him 3 im- 


C\-obadtkh $f 


Arch, I'm in Love with h her - ach 


| Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry in the 
mean-time, | 


. Arch, No, no, Friend, all her Corn, Wine and Ol, is 
ingroſs'd to my Market — And once more I warn 
you, to keep. your Anchorage clear of mine ; for if you 
fall foul on me, by this Light, you ſhall go to the bot- 
tom,——— What! make Prize of my little i te, 
| while I am upon the Cruiſe for you, 


Enter Boniface: 
Lim: Well, well, I won't——Landlord ; ks. you | 
_ any tolerable Company i in the Houſe ? I don” t care for 
dining alone. 
Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a Captain below, as the ſaying 
15, that arriv'd about an Hour ago. 


Aim, 


= 
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Aim. Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome ey 
where ; will you make him a Complement from me, 
and tell him 1 ſhould be lad of his Company ? 

Bon, Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'” 

Aim. Ha! that Stroak was well thrown in——. 
I'm only a Traveller, like humſelf, and wou'd be glad 
of his Company, that's all. 

Bon, I TOY your Commands, as the ſaying 15, (Ak 


2 Enter Archer. Tr 
Arch death ! I had forgot ; ;. what Title will you 


give yourſelf? 


Aim. My Brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, fo I'll make bold with his Honou 
this bout——you know the reſt of your Cue. 

fr ch. Ay, 4 b , | [ Exit. 


Enter Gibber. 
Gib. Sir, Pm yours. | 


Aim. 'Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I FR” t know 


ou. 
Gib, 1d on't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw 
me before I hope. [Afde. 


Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the Honour of 


"_ you now ? 


Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman— 
but my-Landlord—— _ 

Aim. O, Sir, I aſk you're pardon, you're the Cap- 
tain he told me of. 

Grb. At your Service, Sir, . 

Him. What Regiment ? may I be fo bold ? 

Gib. A mare Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim. Very old, it your Coat be Regimental. [ 4.) 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, *twas my Lot to 
be ſent into the worlt Service ; I wou'd have quitted 1 it 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know——Þeſides, 
*twas for the good of my Country that I ſhou'd be #- 
broad Any thing for the good of one's Count) 


— z oman for that. 


2 | - Mit 
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Aim, One of the firſt, I'il lay my Life [dice ] You 
found the We/t-Tndies very hot, Sir. - 
Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot forme. ' 
Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your Pace at wales 
Coffee-houſe ? _ 
Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too, - | 
Aim. And where 1 Is your dic now, Captain ? 
Gib. They a'n't come yet. 
Aim, Why, d'ye expett *em here ? 
Gs, They ll be here to night, Sir, 
/i;n. Which way do they march? _ 
__ Gib. A-croſs the Country——The Devil's tt, if 
han't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare—but 
V'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about, 7" 
Aim. Ts your Company to Quarter at Litchfield ? 
G:ib, In this Houle, Sir. 
Aim, What! all? 


Gib. My Company's but chin, ha, ha, ha, we are 


but three, ha, ha, ha. 

Aim. You're metry, Sir. - | 

Gib, Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I underſtand 
| the World, eſpecially the Art of Travelling : I don't 
Care, vir, for anſwering Queſtions directly upon the 
 Road—for I generally ride with a cid. about me. 

_ Lim. Three or four, I believe. [ A/ae. 

G:b.I am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 
men upon this Quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect a 
| Gentleman of your Figure——But truly, Sir, I haye 
got ſuch a way of Evaſion upon the Road, that I don't 
care for ſpeaking Truth to any Man. 

Aim, Your Caution may be neceſſary 
preſume you're no Captain, 

Gib. NotlI, Sir ; Captain is a good cen Name, 
and fo I take it ; ; it ſtops a great many fooliſh Inquiries 
that are generally _ about Gentlemen that travel ; 
it gives a Man an Air of ſomething, and makes the 
Drewers obedient —— And thus far I am a Captain, . 
and no farther. 


Aim, And pray, Sir, what is your true Profeſſion ? 


— Then Il 


TW 29: * "oo 


i! 


'Officers in Town. 


. tion, S1r, 
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Gib. ©, Sir, you muſt excuſe me—upon my Word. 


-Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell ye. 


Aim, Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, I commend you, 


Enter Boniface. 


Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the News ? 


Bon. 'T here's another Gentleman below, as the ſaying 


is, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be glad to 


make the third Man, if you'd give him leave, - 
Aim. Whatis he? | | 
Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. | 
Aim. A Clergyman ! is he bm Clergyman ? or, 


4s it only his travelling Name, as my Friend the 
: Captain has it ? | 


Ben. O,Sir, he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to the French 


Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. | 

G:ib. A Frenchman, and a Prieſt ! I won't be ſecn in 
his Company, Sir; 1 have a Value for my Reputz- 


> 


Aim. Nay, but Captain, fince we are by ourſelves— 


| Can he ſpeak Engli/h, Landlord ?, 


Bon. Very well, Sir; you mayknow him, as the Say- 

ing 1s, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all, 
Aim. Then'he has been 1n England before ? 

| Bon, Never, Sir ; but he's a Maſter of Languages, as 


' the Saying 18; he talks Zatin, it does me good to hear 


him-talk Latin, | ons 
Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface. 
Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying 4s 3 but he talks it 6 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it-muſt be good. _ 
Aim. Pray, deſire him to walk up. 
Bon. Here he 1s, as the Saying 1s, 


Enter Foigard. 
Fiig. Save you, Gentlemens bote, _ 


Aim, A Freachman ! Sir, your moſt humble Servant. 


Foig. Och, dear Joy, I am. your moſt faithful Sher- 
vant, and yours allho. TS, hy 
MD 
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Gib. Dottor, you talk very good Ergli/, but you 
have a mighty 'T'wang of the Foreigner. 
Foig. My Englijh is very well for the vords, but we 
| Foreigners, you know ,cannot bring our Tongues about 
the Pronunciation ſo foon. 
_ 4im, A Foreigner! a downright Teague, by this 
Light. [4/ide. ] Were you born in France, DoGtor ? 
_ Foig. I was'educated in France, but I was bonned at 
_ Bruffels : T am a Subject of the King of Spazn, Joy. 
 Gib. What King of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 
_ Foig. Upon' my Shou), -Joy, I cannot tell you as yet. 
Him: Nay, Captain, that was too hard upon the 
DoRor, he's a Stranger. | 
 » Foig. O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Naticn | 
: that is-nat eafily put out of Countenance. | 
Aim. Come, Gentlemen, PII end the Diſpute—— 
| Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready-? 4 
Hon, Upont the Table, as the Saying i 18. 
Aim. Gentlemen—pray- CEEE_ 
Feig. No, -no, fait, the Captain muſt lead. 
Aim. No, Door, the Church 1 1s our "Gmde. 
Gib. oy ay, 01 1t'1s 


< Jt foremt hey follows, 
SCENE hugh to a « Galley in Lady Bountiful”; Honſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub fnging and Inver ngone another ; 
| Scrub with a Tankard in his Hani wirecd li ning 
at a d: ft ances. | 


Serab, 'Tal, all, \Puti-<-Come, my dar: Boy— 
let us have that Song once more. _ 
 reh, was no, we ſhall diſturb the Family: :——PBut 
wHl you be | ks to keep-the Secret? 

Serub. Pho.! upon my Honour, -as I'm a Gentleman. 
Arch.” Tis cidegh=-You muſt know then, that my 
Maſteris the Lord Viſcount 4imavelt; he fought a'Duel 
- tother Dayin Londen, wounded his Man ſo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
Gentleman s Wounds be mortal or not : He never was' | 
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In this part of England before, lo he choſe to retire to. 
« this Place, that's all. | 
Gip. And that's enough for me, (Fab 
Scrub. And where were you when your Maſter fought? 
Arch. We never know of our Maſters Quarrels. 
Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here receive 
_ & Challenge, the firſt thing they do, 15-to tel} their 
| Wives; the Wife tells the Servants, the.Servauts alarm 
the Tenants, and 1a half an Hour, you ſhall have the 
' Whole Country up in Arms, _ h 
Arch. To hinder two Men from doing what they 
have no mind fox—But if you ſhould chance to talk 
now of this Buſineſs ? 
Scrub. Talk ! ah, Sir, had I not "Beek the kr ack 
of holding my Tongue, | 1 had never ws 10 ng: in a 
. great Family, . 
Arch. Ay, ays to be ſure, there are Secrets in al 
Families. 
Scrub. Secrets, O Lud !— but. Pu ſay no more —- 
Mons fit down, we'll make-an end of our Tankard:; 
cre 
Arch. With all my Heart ; ie Fs but you and 
I may come to be better acquainted eh Here's 
our Ladies Health ; you have three, I think, and to 
be ſure there muſt be Secrets among 'em. --. 
Scrub, Secrets ! Ab! [4 F riend, FP riend, I wiſh T had 
a Fnend. 
Arch. Am not ; your Friend ? Come, you and I ill 
be ſworn Brothers, 6: att 5 v0-- 13 
Scrub Shall we ? | i 
Arch. From-this Minute—— Glee me a Kiſs — 
And now Brother Scrub, 
Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell you a 
' Secret that will make your Hair ſtand an end : 


You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in Love. 
Arch. "That's a terrible Secret, that's the truth on't 
Scrub. That Jade, Gip/ey, that was with us juſt now 

in the Cellar, is the arranteſt Whore that ever wore a 

+ PUIGDN, 44 ad I'm dying for Love of her, 


| Py rh, 
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cb, Ha, ha, ha—Are you in Love with her Per- 
fon, or her Virtue, Brother Scrub ? 

Scrab. T ſhould like Virtae beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than Beauty ; for Virtue holds good with ſome 
Women long, and many a Day after they have loſt ir. 

4rch. Tn the Country, 1 grant ye, where no Woman's 
Virtue 1s loſt, till a Baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her toa Baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
herallto myſeif; butI dare not put it upon that Lay, for 
f-ar of being ſent for a Soldier. — Pray, Brother, how 
doyou Gentlemenin London hike that ſame Preſſing-AQ& ? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub; ——*Tis the wort 
that ever was made'for us ;—— Formerly I remember 
the good Days when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our - 

es, and if they refuſed to' pay us, we cou'd have 

«Wi to carry em before a Juſtice ; but now if we 
talk of eating, they have a Warrant for us, and carry, 
us before three Juſtices. 
| Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating z 
for the Juſtices won't give their own' Servants a - bad 
Fan, 9 Now this 1s my Misfortune I dare not ©. 

in the Houſe, while that Jade, Gip/zy, dings about 

Ne a Fury—Once I had the better end of the Staff, 
| ich. And how comes the Change'now to _ bh. 

Scrub. Why, the Mother of all this Miſchief 1 Is aPrieft 

Arch A Prieſt ! | 

| Serub. Ay, adamn'd Son ofa Whore of Bakylen, that 
came over hither to ſay Grace to the French Offlicers, and 
eat ” our Proviſions —— There's not a Day goes over 
Lis Head without'a Dinner or- Supper in this Houſe, 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar 1n the' Family ? | 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had liv'd 
here all his Life, and tells Lies as if he had been a Tra- 
velier from his Cradle. 

Arch And this Prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
Aﬀections of your Gipſey. 

Scrub. Converted ! ay,and perverted, my dearFriend 
—For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore and z 
P apiſt—But this 1s not all; there's the French Count and 

0 5 | Mr 3s 


40 © Beaux Stratagem. - 


Mrs. Sullen,' they're in the Confederacy, ang for fome 
private Ends of their own too, to. be ſure. 

Areh. Avery hopeful Family yours, Brother Seruby 
1 {uppoſe the M 51 Lady has her Lover too. 

Scrub. Not thatI know—She's the beſt on 'em, that's 
te 'I ruth on't ; But they take care to prevent my Cu-. 
r:iofity, by giving me ſo much Buſineſs, that Pmaa per: - 
£-& Slave-- What d&yethank 15 WFTINE,? in this Famuly ? 

Arch. Butler, Liuppoſe. _ 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you—T 1 tell you— Of a 
Senday 1 erive the Coach, of a Tue/day. I drive the. 
} loagh, on I/zdne/dey | follow the Hounds, a T Dueſday 
I] dun the Tenants, on:Frzday I go to Market, on <a. 
turday I craw Warrants, and a Sunday I draw Beer. 

4rch. Ha, ha, ha! if Variety be a Pleaſure in Life, 

you have enough on' wn my Gear Brother——But _ , 
Ladies are thole }... 

*crub. Ours, ours; : That Upon; tha right. Hand ; bs. 
Vrs. Sullery ad the Others My CEE 
Tine ems; tis til, Man 


Enter Mrs. Sullen ond. Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sul 1 have heard my: Brother talk: ola _ Lord 3 
Aimeavell, but they lay that, has Saohey 1s. the ver Gen- 
tleman. ; © | 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter, 
| Mrs. $z/, He's vaſtly rich, -and'very cloſ: they: I 
it | _ _ Dor. No matter for that; if Icat creep into his. Heart, 
W Pi open his Breaftz I warrant him : I have heazd fay, 
that People may be gueſs'd at by the Behaviour of thei 
Servants; I cou'd with we might talk to that Fellow. 

Mrs, Sul. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty 
Fellow ; Come this Way, 1 Pl throw out a Lure for him / 
preſently. we 

[They walk a Turk towardt the oppoſite Side of the 

Stage, Mrs. Sullen drops her Fan, Archer run, 
[ takes it up, and gives it to her.] x 
| Arch Corn, Wine and:Oil indeed——But, I thiok, 
the Wite bas the greateſt Plenty of Fleſh and Blood; ſhe . 


ſhould 
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ſhovld be my Choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo-—Madam,, 
——  —?Your Ladyfſhip's Fan. 

Mrs. Sz/. © Sir, ] tank you — What a handſome 
Bow the Fellow made! 

Dor. Bow! Why I have known ſeveral Footmen 
come down from Linden ſet up here for Dancing- 
Maſters, and earry off the beſt Fortunes in the Country. 

Arth. [ Afide.] That Proje&, forought I know, had 
been better than ours—Brother Scrub, why don't you. 
introduce me ? 

Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Yorvan 
that you ſaw at Church to-day ; I underfod he came ' 
from Lo»ndon, and ſo I invited him to the Cellar, that 
he might ſhew me the neweſt F louriſh | in whetting my 
Knives. 

Dor. And I Hops you have made much of him? 

 He5, O yes, Madam, but the Strength of your La- 
dyſhip*s Liquor is a little too potent for the Couftitution! 
of your humble Servant. 

Mrs. $7, What, then you don't aftally drink Ate. 

' Arch. No, Madam, my conflant Drirk is Tea, or 

a little Wine and Water; '1is preſcribed me by the- 
Phyſician for a Remedy againſt che Spleen; 

Scrub. O la! Ola!—A Footmanhave the Splren— 

Mrs. Su/. F thought that Diſtemper had been yr 
proper to People of * Quality. (4. 

Arch. Madam, like all other Faſhions'it wears opt,” 

and ſo deſcends to their Servants ; tho' in a preat m: y* 
of us, L believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy. 
Particles in the Blood; occafioned by the SO 
of Wages. x. + #8 = 

D;r. How affeedly the F How tabblo 
pray, bave you ferv'd your preſent Maſtef* 

Arch. Not long ; my Life has been moſtly _ in 
the Service of the Ladies. 

| Mrs. S«/. and pray, which Service do you like beſt ? 

Arch. Magdam, the Ladies pay beſt; the Honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient Wages; there is a Charm'in 
their Looks that delivers a Pleaſure with their Com- 
mands, and gives our Dog the Wings of Inclination, 

O 4 Mrs, 
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Mrs. $41, 'That Flight was above the Pitch of a Li. 
very; and Sir, wou'd not you be fatisfy'd to ſerve a 
Lacy again ? . fn | | 

Arch. As Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but not 
as a Footman, _. | 

Mrs. Su/. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman before } 

Arch. For that Reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that 


| Poſt again ; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 


off Meſſages that the I adies lay upon their Servants in 
Lordon : My Lady H:wwd'ze, the laſt Miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin, go to 


my Lady A/lnight with my humble Service ; tell her [ 


was to wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left Word 


_ with Mrs. Rebecca, that the Pieiiminaries of the Afﬀiir 


ſhe knows of, are ſtopt *till we know the Concurrence 
of the Perſon that I know of, for which there are 
Circumſtances wanting which we ſhall accommodate 
at the old Place ; butthat in the mean time there is a 
Perſon about her | adyſhip, that from ſeveral Hints 
and Surmiſes, was acceſlary at a certain time to the 
Diſappointments that naturally attend Things, that to 
her Knowledge are of more Importanc _ 


*, 


x _ Y Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir ? 
Arch. Why, I ha'r't half done — The whole 


How*cye was about Half an Hour long ; f5 happen'd 
to miſplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and rer- 


_ Cer'd incapable —— 


Dor, The pleaſantefſt Fellow, Siſter, I ever ſaw.— 
But, Friewd, if your Maliter be marry'd, — I preſume 
you hill feave a Lady, 

Arch Ive. Madam, I take care never to come into 


a mary Family ; the Commands of the Maſter and 


Miſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that 't's impoflible to 


Pleaſe both. 


Dr. There's a main Point gain'd, — My Lord is 


not marry'd, I find... [ Afide, 


Mrs. $«/. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many 
good Services, you had not a better Proviſion made 
tor you, | 

Arch, 
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ITY I don' t know how, Madam .—1 had a Lieu- 
tenancy offer'd me three or four times; but that is not 
Bread, Madam—— TI live much better as I do. | 

Scrub.. Madam, he ſings rarely—I was thought to 
do pretty well here in the Country till he-came ; but 
alack a-day, I'm nothing tomy Brother Marrzn. | 

Dor. Does he ? Pray Sir, will you oblige, us witha 


Song? + 
TY Are you for Paſſion or Humovr ? 

Scrub. O la! He has the pureſt Ballad about a 
Trifle | 
Mrs. $1. A Trifle! Pray, Sir, let's has lis 
Arch. I'm aſham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
But fince you command me. 
| [Sings 10 the Tune : of Sir Simon the King. 


A Trifti »g Song ou foall hear, 
Begun with a Trifle and -__ &C, 


Mrs. Sl. Very well, Sir, we're  oblig'd tO yOU—— 
Something for a- Pair of Gloves. : 
[Offering him Money. 

Arch. 1 humbly beg leave to be excuſed : My Mafter, 
Madam, pays.me'; nor Ga'e I take Money from any 
other Hand, without i injuring his Honour, and diſybey- 
ing his Commands. [Exit. 

Dor. "Chis is ſurprizing : Did you ever ſee fo ae} 
a well-bred Fellow ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take yo for wear 


very, 


| Der. I fancy, © iſter, het may be ſom Je! 
Friend of my Lord's, that 

upon for his Courage, Fic Ng | 
him Company in this: Dieis, a 1to bi6 vas | 


his S-cond. 


Mrs. Sul. It is fo, It muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſo— 
For I like him. 

_ Dor. What | better has. the Count? 

Mrs. S:/. The Count happen'd to be the moſt a ag 
ablc Man upon the Plage 3 and ſo 1 Chols him to ſerve 
= Og me. 
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_ ter, if once you be' enter'd 


_ mult leave it. 


me in my 'Defign upon my Huſband——But' I ſhou' 
like this "Fellow better in a Deſign upon myſelf. 

Dor. But now, Siſter, for an In' erview with this 
Lord, and this Gentleman ; how ſhall we bring that 
about? 

Mrs. Sa/. Patience ! you Couniry Ladiesgive no Quar. 
Wou'd you prevent 
their Deſires, and give the Fellows no wilhing time,— 
Look'e, Dorinde, F rin} 7 Lord Aimavell loves y ou or de. 
{erves you, he'll find a Way to ſee you, 'and there we 
My Buſineſs comes, now upon the 
Tapis—— Have you prepar'd your Brother ? 

' Dor, Yes, yes 
Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? y 6 
' Dor. He faid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 


ſelf, and promis'd to be eh by me : But here he 
Comes, S 


<6 Enter Sullen. N 
-&7 What ſinging was that I heard juſt now ? 


_ Virs.'Su!, The Singing in your Head, = —_— you 
ct.mploin 'd of it all Day. 


* $:1. You're impertinent, 
-M:s. u!. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one Fleth 


with you. 


$4/. One Fleſh! rather two Carcaſſes Join'd unna- 
tarally together. 

Mrs. Sl. O rather a living « Soul coupled to a dead 
Bo:! 

—_ So, this is fine Encouragement for me! 

_ Sul, Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 

Mrs. Sul. And my Huſband ſhews you what you 
muſt ſuffer. CNY 

Sul. *Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sal. 'Sdeath, hy can't you talk ? 

\ $:4. Do you talk to auy purpoſe ? 

 Virs. Sal. Do you think to any purpoſe ? 

S/ Siſter, heatkK'e—[Whiſpers.] 1 ſha'n't be home 
fifl it be late.” 
; Mrs. 844, What did he whiſper to ye? 


Dr, 
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- Dor. That he wou'd go round the back-way,. come. 
into the Cloſet, and liften as I direted him.—Burt let 
me beg once more, dear Siſter, to drop this ProjeQ; for, 
as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to Kind- 
neſs, you may provoke him to Rage ; and then who 
krows how far his Brutality may carry him? 
Mrs. $«/. Pm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you , But here comes the-Count, vaniſh, _ NY 


_ * Enter Count" Bellarr, , 


Don't you wonder, Monſieur le Count, that 1 was not. 
at Church this Afternoon ?=2=_  _T LS; 
Count. / more wonder, Madam, that you go dere at 
oll, or how you dare lift theje Eyes to Heaven that are” 
guilty of murders. EE Oo TO MOINS, 
| Mrs. Sul. 1f Heaven, Sir, has given to my Eyes, with. 
the Power of killing, the Virtue of making a Cure, 1. 
 hepe the one may attone for the other. MP ul's 
Count. O largely, Madam, wou'd your Ladyſhip be 
as ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the Wound— 
Confider, Madam, I am doubly a Priſcner ; firfl to the” 
Arms of your General, then to your more conquering 
Eyes ; my firſt Chains are eaſy, there a. Ranſom may re- 
diem me, but from your Fetters 1 never ſpall get free, 
 1trs. Sul, Alas, Sir ! Why ſhoud you complain to me 
of your Captivity, who am in Chains my ſelf f You know, 
dr, that 1 am bound, nay, muſt be tied up in that Par- 
ticular that might give you Eaſe: I am like you, a 
Prijoner of War—of War indeed —1 hawe given my 
Parole of Honour; wwou'd you break yours to gain your 
Liberty ?9/”© | | | by A 


ee CO IT be ? edema. tn. die. PX 
CO_ 


— 


* This Scene printed in 1a/ic, with the entire part. 
of the Count, was cut out by the Author after the 
_ firit Night's Repreſentation ; and where he ſhould enter 

in the laſt Scene of the fifth AR, it is added to the Part. 

of Fcjgard. WET En 


4 Count, 


) 
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Count. Mef certainly 1 wou'd, were 1 a Priſoner a- 
mong the Turks; dis is your Caſe, you're a Slave, Ma- 
dam, Slawe to the worſt of Turks; a Huſband. 

Mrs. Sul. There lies my Feible, I confeſs ; no Fortifi. 
cations, no Courage, Condutt nor Vigilancy, can pretend 
to defend a Place, where the Cruelty of the Governor _ 
for ces the Garriſon to Mutiny. | 

Count. And where de Befieger is reſoly'd to die befare 
de Place Fere will I fix ; (Kneels] with Tears, 
Vows and ng aſſault your Heart, and never riſe till 
| you Surrender ; ; or if 1 muſt lorm—— Lowe and St, Mi- 

chael=— Had je I begin the Attack EE 
Mrs. Sul. Stand off, ——Sure he hears me not- 
And IT cou'd almoſt wiſh — he did not the Fel. 
bow makes Love wery prettily. [Aſide.]- But, Sir, why 
ſhou'd you put $4 a Value upon my Perſon, when you 
fee it deſpis'd by one that knows it ſo much better ? 

Count. He knows it not, tho" be foe effes tt; if be 
but fnew the Value of the Feavel he is Maſter ofs, he - 
wwou'd always wear it next his Heart, and ſleep with it 
in his Arms, 

Mrs. Sul. But fince he throws me unregarded from. 
him. 

Count. And one that knows your . Value well, comes 

by, and takes you up, is it not Tuftice f | 
| [Goes to lay kold of her. | 


* Enter Sullen with his Sword drawn. 
* Sul. Hold, Villain, hold. 
Mrs. Sul. [Preſenting a Piſtol.] Do you hold ? 
Sul. What ! Murther Jour Huſband, to defend your 
Rally ? .. - 
Irs. Sul. Bully ! Fer ſhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies avear 
kng Sword, AR Gentleman has none; he's a Prijoncr, 
you know avas aware of your Outrage, and prefar'd' 
this to receive your Violence ; and, if Occaficn were, to 
preſerve my elf againſt the F orce of this other Gentle- 
Fan. | 
Count. O Madam, your Eyes be better Fire- rm: than 
Jour Piftcl, they never miſs, veP 
ule 
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Sul. What ! court my Wife to my Face! 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Mr. Sullen, pur up, /u ſpend your "EE 
fer a Minute. | 
Sul. To give time to invent an Excuſe, 

Mrs. Sul. [need none. | 

Sul. No, for 1 heard every Syllable of your Diſcourſe, 
Count. Ah ! And begar, 4 tink ae Dialogue was very 


retty.. 
7 Mrs. Sul. - hen, IT ſuppoſe, Sir, you beard Jonetbing | 
of your cn Barbarity ? 


Sul. Barbarity ! Ons what does the W oman call Bar- 
barity ? Do I ever meddle with you F. 7 

Mes. Sol::No.: +. MEAAdt a 

Sul. As for you, Sir, 1 foall takes another; time. 

Count. 4h, begar,  /o muſt To 

Sul. Loote, Madam, dow't think thay my Anger pro- 

 ceeds from any Concern [ have For your Honour, but for 
my own ; and if youu Can contrive any way of being a 

| Whore without making me a Cackold, do it and welcome. 

| Mrs. Sul. Sir, 1 thank you kindly, you avou'd allow me 
the Sin, bat rob me of the Pleaſure — No, no, Pm re- 
folv'd never to wenture upon the Crime, avithout the Sa- 
tisfatticn of ſeeing you puniſh'd for't. 

Sul. Then will you' grant me this, my Dear ? Let any '. 
Body elſe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, > (ts Dl 
mortally hate his whele Generation. [Ex1t. 

Count. 4h, Sir, that be ungrateful, for begar, 1 love 
Jome of yours 5 "Madam [Approaching her. 

| _ Mrs. Sul. No, Sir | 

Count. No, Sir : Fr Garten; Madam, I am net Jour 
Huſband. IP - 

Mrs. Sul. 'Tis time to undeceive you,. Sir 5=—1 believ'd 
your Addreſſes to. me avere no more than an Amuſement," 

8 4nd 1 hope you will think the Jame of my Complaiſance ; 
| and to convince you that you ought, you muſt know, 
that I brought you hither only to make you inſtrumental in 
| /eiting me right with my Huſband, for he was prog 70 
lijten by my Appointment. 


Count. By your Appointment ? IR | ; 
Mrs Sul. Certainly ! WROTE Es 
1 wo Count, 
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Count. 4nd /o, Madam, while I was telling revel 
Steries to part you from your | Huſband, begar, 1 was 
_ bringing you together all the while. 

Mrs. Sul. 1 aſk your Parden, Sir, but I hope this avill 
give you a Taſte of the Viriue of the Engliſh Ladies. 

Count. B.gar, Madam, your Virtue be wera great, 
Out ATE, your Honefily be wera little, 


5: Enter Dorinda, 

Mrs. Su). Nay, now you're angry, Sir. | 

. Count. Angry! Fair Dorinda: { Sings Fair Dorindg 
the Opera "Tune, and addreflcs to Dorinda.] Madam, 
when your Ladyſhip wants a F col, Jend for me, Pair 
Dorinda Revenge, &c. [Exit, 

Mrs. Sul, There goes the true Hfendatd of his Nation, 
Reſentment with goed Manners, and the height of Anger 


in a Seng —IV ll, Sifter, you muſt be Judge, ior you have 
heard the Trial. 


Dor. And 1 bring in my Brother guilty, | 

Mrs. Sul. But 1 muſt bear the Puniſhment—— rs fl 
hard, Sifter. 

Dor. 1 own it —but you muſt have Patience. 

Mrs. Sul. Patience ! The Cant of Cuftom— Providence 
Sends no Evil without a Remedy—ſhou'd T lie groaning 
under a Yoke 1 can ſhake off, 1 were acceſſary to my Ruin, 
and my Patience were to better than Self-Murther. 

Dor. But how can you ſhake off the Yoke Your 
Diviſions don't come within the Reach of the Ws for. 
a Diverce. 

Mrs. Sul. Law ! What Law can fhadtbi into the re- 
mote Abyſs of Nature, what Evidence can prove the un- 
accountable Dijaſjettions of Wedlock Þ—Can a Fury jun 
wh the endl;/s 4verfrons that are rooted in our Souls, or 
can a Bench give Judgment upon intipathies ? 75M 

Dor, They never. pretended, Sifter 3 they. never med-" 
dle, but in cafe of Uncleannef*s. 

Mrs. Sul. Uncleanne/s ! O Siſter / Caſual Vialation is' 
a tranſient Injury, and may poſſibly be repair'd, but can 
radical Hatreds be ever reconcil'd ?— No, no, Siſter, Na- 
lure is rhe firſt Lawgiver, and when ſbe has ſet Tempers 


oppoſite, 
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o;pofite, not all the gelden Links of Wedhch, nor tron 
Minacles of Law can reep 'em faſt. 


-Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be; 
' Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
; View all the Works of Providence above, 
© The Stars with Harmony and Concord move; 
View all the Works of Providence below, Y'\ 
The Fire, the Water, Earth and Air we know, | 
All in one Plant agree to make it grow. J 
| Muſt Man, the chiefeft Work of Art Divine, 
| Be doom'd in endleſs Diſcord to repine? _ 
"No, we ſhould injure Heaven by that Surmiſe, 
Omnipotence is juſt, were Man bur wile. 


ANEREREFETSERERARERE 


in 'ol T IV. 
'$ CENE continues. 


ag oy 


Mrs. $ul. ERE I born an humble T; ak where 

Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there I muſt fit contented - But in England, a 
Country whoſe Women are its Glory, muſt Women be 
abus'd ? Where Women rule, muſt onen- be enſlav'd ?- 
Nay, cheated into Slavery ? mock'd by a Promiſe of- 
comfortable Society into a Wilderneſs of Solitude ? — 
I dare not keep the Thought about me——O ! here 
comes ſomething to avert me—— 


/ 


Enter a Country Woman. bY 
Wom. I come, a'nt pleaſe your Ladyſhip—you' Te my 
' Eady Bountiful, a'n't ye? Mrs. 
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Mrs, $4/. Well, good Woman, goon, 
Wont. | come ſeventeen long Mail to have a Cure 
for my Huſband's fore Leg, | 
Mrs. Sz/, Your Huſband ! What, Woman, cure your 
HUbant? of na ET POD 7e 
Wim, Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won'tlet him 
flir from home. | rp 
_ Mrs. Su. "There, I confeſs, you have given me a 
Reaſon. Well, good Woman, I 11 tell you what you 
mvuft do—You muit lay your Huſband's Leg upon a 
Table, and with a Chopping-Knife you muſt Jay 'it 
| open as broad as you can, then you mult take out the 
Bone, and beat the Fleſh ſoundly with 2 Rowling-pin, 
then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace and Ginger, ſome 
Sweet-Herbs, and ſeaſon it very well, then ro!l it up 
like Brawn, and put it into the Oven for two Hours, 
Wim, Heaven reward your Ladyſhip — I have two 
Jittle Babies too that are pitious bad with the Graips, 
a'n't pleaſe ye. FEE PI RPE On 
_ Mrs./, Put a litile Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 
good Woman. [Enter Lady Bountiful] I beg ycur 
Lady ſhip's Pardon for taking your Buſineſs out of your 
Hands, I have been a tamp<1ing here a little with one 
of your Patients. Ti + 6 | 
L. Beun.. Come, good Woman, .don't mind this 
mad Creature ;| I am the Perſon that you want, I ſup- 


poſe — What wou'd you have, Woman ? 
Mrs. Sul. She wikNowethivg Yor her Huſband's 
ſore Leg. | 


L. Boun. Wiew. , > x with his Leg, Goody? 

Wam, It come firſt, as one might ſay, with a font of 
Dizzineſs in his Foot, then he had a kind of Lazineſs 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, and then it 
fwell'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it broke out 
again, and then it feſter'd, and then it. grew beter, 
and then it grew worſe again. ; | + 

Mrs. S/. Ha, ha, ha. | pw 

L Boun. How can you be merry with the Misfor- 
tunes of other People? Hf X 


V rs, 
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Mrs. Sul]. Becauſe my own make me ſad, Madam. 
Li Boun, The worlt Reaſon in the World, Davghter; - 

your own Misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pity others. - 
Mrs. Sa/. But the Woman's Misfor:unes and mine 

are nothing alike; her Huſband is fick, and mine, 

alas ! is in Health. h 
L. B:un. What !, wou 4 you wiſh. your Haſband fick? 
Mrs. Su/. Not of a ſore Leg of all things. 
L. Boun, Well, good Woman, go tothe Pantry, get | 

your Belly full of ViRuals, then I'l] give yoa a Receipt 

of Niet drink for your Huſband But d'ye hear, 

Goody, you myſt not let your Huſband move too. 


much. 
IWom. No, no, Madam, the poor Man' $ inclinable | 
enough to lie ſt:]l. | [ Ext. 


L. Boun. Well, Daughter Sullen, tho' you laugh, 1 
have done Miracles about .the Country here with wy. 
| Receipts. | 

Mrs, Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any. 
b-dy ; but I believe, Madam, the Patient's Faith goes | 
farther towards the Miracle than your Preſcription. 

L. Boun, Fancy helps in ſome Caſes ; but there's - 
your Huſband, who has as little Fancy as avy body, I 
brought him from Death's Door. 

Mrs. Su/. T ſoppoſe, Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Afs's Milk. "Ll 


Enter Dorinda,. rams to" Irs, ag EXP 
_ Dr. News, dear Siſter, News, News. 


Enter Archer ruming.. 


- 4h. Where, where is my Lady Bruntifi] ?=— 
Pray, which is the old Lady of you three ? 

: Bown. I am, 7 TE | 

Arch. O Madam, the Fame of your Lad yſhip's Cha-. 
rity, Goodneſs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 
drawn me hither to implore your Ladyſhip's Help in 
behalf of my unfortunate Maker, who 15 this Moment 
breathing kis laſt, 

L. Boun. 
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L: Bour. Your Maſter! where is he ? Fu tA 

- Arch. At-your'Gate, Madam, drawn' by the Ap- 
pearance of your handſome Houſeto view it nearer, and. 
walking'up the Avenue within five Paces of the Court. 
Yard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a ſort of I 
| know not what; but down he fell, and there he lies, 

L. Boun, Here, Scrub, Gip/ey, all run, get my Eaſy. 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman i in it, and bring 
him in quickly, . quickly. 

Arch, Heaven will reward your Ladyſhip for this 
charitable AQ, 

L. Boun. Is your Maſter us'd to'theſe Fits ? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently—1 have known 
him have five or ſix of a Night. * 

 Þ. Boun. What's his Name ?. | 

Hrch. Lord, Madam, he'sa dying; a Minute $ Care 
or. Negle& may ſave or-deſtroy hi 

L. Boun. Ah, poor Gentleman ! Come, Friend, ſhew 
me the WAY 3 ; T U ſee him brought 1 in my ſelf. | 

[Exit «ith Archer. 

Dor. O; Sir," my Heart flutters about ftrangely, 
' I'can hardly forbear running to his Affitance. 

Mrs. Su/. And I'll lay my Life he deſerves your Af. 
ſtance more than he wants it : Did not I tell you that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to. come at you ? Love's 
his Diſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyſician; puton 
all your Charms, ſ arnmon all your Fire into your Eyes, 
pou the whole Arti one th of your Looks againſt his 

reaſt, and down, 

Der. O, Siſter gue but a a young Gunner, I ſhall bo 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the 'Piece ſhould recoil, and 
| burt my ſelf. 

"Mrs. Sz/. Never fear, och ſhalt ſee me ſhoot before. 
| you, if you will. | 
Der. No, no, dear Siſter, you have miſs'd your 


Mark ſo unfortunately, that T ſha' nt care for: being. 
ipftrufted FY you. Neg 


Ban! 
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Flee Ajmwell in a Chair, tarry'd by Archer and Scrub, 
| Lady Bountiful, GipheN | Aimw ell reanterfriting a 

Sao. | 

L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the Harthorn Drops— | 
Cip/ey, a Glaſs: of fair Water, his Fit's very trong,— 
Bleſs me, how his Hands are clinch'd. _ 

Arch. For ſhame, Ladies, what d'ye do?. why don't 
you help us? Pray, M adam, 'T o Dorinda, take. 
his Hand, and open. It, 1f you can, Whilſt I hold his 
Head. __-. ___ [Dorinda takes his Hand. 

| Dzr. Poor Gen leman—Oh—he has got my Hand. 
within his, and ſqueezes it, unmercifully—— 

L. Boun. "T's the Violence of his Convulſion, Child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's perfe&ly polſeſs'd in theſe. 
Caſes—be'll bite you if you. don't have a care, 

Der. Oh, my Hand? my Hand! _ 

L. B un. What's the matter with the fooliſh Gir] ?- L 
my got this Hand: open. Ju hs with a great deal 
of eaſe... © 

arch. Ay, but, Madam, your Davghter's Hand is 
ſomewhat warmer'than, your Ladyſhip's, and the Heat 
ok it draws the Force okthe Spirits. that way, 

Mrs, Sz/. I find, Friend, you're very learned in 
theſe fort of Fits. | 

#rcb. "Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm aftentros.” 
bled with them;my. alt.; I find my {lf extreamly ill 
at this Minute, . [ Looking, hard.at Mrs. Sullen. 

oMirs Sul. [4ſa4.] I fancy. [cou d find a way to cure 


* Boun, Hig Fit holds him very Jong. b 

Arch, r. than uſual, Madam, ——Pray, yOuDE. 
Lady, open his Rreaſt and give him Air. | 

L, Boun. ' Where did his Lines, take him firſt, pray '£ 

Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. | 

_ L. Boun, In what manner was he taken? .. 

 drcb. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of ia tadden 
touch'd with ſomething i in. his Eyes, which at the firlt; 
he $anly felt, but cou'd. not tell whether * twas Pain or. 


ure. 
L, Bon, . 
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L. Bun. Wind, nothing but Wind. 


Arch. By ſoft Degrees it grew. and mounted to his - 


Prain, there his F ancy cavght it ; there form'd it 
beautiful, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay, pleaſing Co. 
L»urs, hat his tranſported Appetite ſeiz'd the fair Idea, 
and ſtraight convey'd it to his Heart, That hoſpitable 
Scat of Life ſent all its ſanguine Spirits forth to meet it, 
_ andopen'd all it's ſluicy Gztes to take the Stranger in, 
LT. Bewn, Your Maſter ſhou'd. never g0 Without a 
Bottle to: ſmell to- - Oh! he recovers —— 
the Lavender-Water ſome Feathers to burn under 
his No. =—Hntghy Whites to rub his Temples——. 
O, he comes to hinifelf. Hema lntle, Sir, _ 
GONe, wor, the Cordial-Water, 


[Aimwell Jeems to awake i In emaz 


Dor. How do you, Sir? | 1; 

Aim. Where am I? [ Rifong, 
- -Sure I have paſs'd the Guſph of filent Death, 
And now am landed on the E/yfan Shore— 
Behold the Goddeſs of thoſe happy Plains, 

Fair Proſerpine—let me adore thy bright Divinity, 

- [ Rineels 10 Dorinda, and kijcs her Hand, 
| 1944 $ul. So, fo, ſo, I knew where the Fit wou'd 
E 
Aim. Eurydice perhaps — 

| How cou'd thy O-phers keep his Wo d, 

And not look back upon thee 3 | 

No Treaſure butthy telfcou'd ſure havebrib'd him 

| To look one Minuce off thee, | 

L R3un. Delirious, poor Gentleman, 

Arch. Very delirious, -Madam, very delivious. 

Aim. Mar tins Voice, I tink, 

Arch. Yes, my Lord—How does your Lordſhip? 

1; Baun. Lord! did you mind that, Girls ? | 

Aim, Where am I? —_ 

Arch, Tn very good HB ands, Sir—You were taken 
Joſt cow with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, 
juſt by this good Lady's Fiouſe ; her Ladyſhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you io your 
ſelf, as d 0s (OO———— 4 

im. 


3 


ans es ons YS@4& 
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Aim. I am ſo confounded with Shame, Madam, that 
I can now only beg Pardon — ——— And reter my 
Acknowledgments for your Ladyſhip's Care, till an O; - 
portuuity offers of making ſome; amends —T dare be 
no longer troublcſome—Mariin, give two Guineas to 
the Servants. LE COPE [G:ing. 
| Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon inio 
the Air; you don't. look, Sir, as it you were perietly 
recover'd. © ELESS NSAIDS 2 
[Here Archer t2/ks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſhea. 
Aim, "1 hat I ſhall never be, Madam ; my preſent I11- 
neſs 15 fo rooted, that I muſt expett to cairy it to wy 
Grave. © k ES 06a lt als, 
Mrs. Sul. Don't deſpair, Sir; I have known ſeveral in 
your Diſtemper ſhake it off, with a Fortnight's Phyſick. 
L. Boun. Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling me 
that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the Air--Your 
good Manners ſha'n't get the better of ours—You ſhall 
{it down again, Sir: Come, 'Sir, we don't mind. 
Ceremonies in the Country—Here, Sir, my Service 
t''\e——You ſhall taſte my Water ; 'tis a Cordial | can 
allure you, and of my own making—Drink it off, Sir : 
[Aimnwel 4314s ] And tow d'ye find your ſelf now, Sur ? 
Am. Somewhat better tho” very faint ſtill. _ 
L. Boun. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
Fits, Come, Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman the 
Houſe ; *tis tut an old; Family- Building, Sir ; but you 
had better walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 
ture immediately Into the Air——— You'll find ſome 
tolerable Piclures— Dorinda, thew the Gentleman the 
Way. [Exi: 1 14Hilt go to the poor Woman below. 
Dr. *Pow'Way, Sir. | -- 
Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to 
wait on you, for he underſtands Pictures very weli. 
Mts. Sal. Sir, we underſtand Originals, as well as he 
Qocs Pictures, ſo he may come along. | 
[ Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim, AS Aim. /cads Dor, 


Enter Foigard and Scrub, mee!i fe 
Fig. Save you, Maſter Scrub, 


Scrutb, 
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Scrub, Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way——T hae 
Prieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil—g; 
I'm a bold B-iton, and will ſpill the laſt Drop of ty 
- Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery. 

Foig. Maſter Sczub, you wou'd put me down in Pgjj 
ticks, znd fo I wcu'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Giphey, 

Scrub, Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with of 
The's ſick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe” $ == det 
two Months ago, vir, 

Enter Gipley. | 
 *Gip. How now, Impudence ! How dare you talk { 
| faucily to the DoRor ? Pray, Sir, don't take itil!; fo 
the common People of England are not fo civil 
E Srrangers, as 
\ Scrub. You lie, you lie tis the common People 
ſuch as you are, that are civilleſt to Strangers, 
. bach Sirrah, 1 have a good mind to—Get you ory 

a | 

- EF? I won't ! | | 

Gip., You-wo'n't, Sauce:box—Pray, Door, whati 
' the Captain's Name that came to'your Innlaſt Night! 

Scrub, The Captain !' ah, the Devil, there ſhe han- 
pers me again;z—the Captain has-me on'one'Side, and 
the Prieſt on t'other : — So between the Gown a! 
- Sword, I have a time time on n't——But, Cedant 4m 
Tope., OS 

'Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march ? 
"Scrub, No, my dear, I wo'n't march—but I'll walk: 
' —And PI! make bold to'liſten a little too. 

t \ (Goes behind the Side Scene, and life 
|  Gip. Judegd? DoRor, the Count has been barbarouly 
treated, that's the Truth on't. 
.- Foig. Ah, Mrs.'Gip/zy, upon my Shoul, now Gra, b8 
Complainingswould'mollify the Mar: ow in your Bone: 
and movethe Bowels of your Commiſeration ; he veep 
-and he dances, and he fiftles, -and he ſwears, and I 
| laughs, and he-ſtamps, and he ſings : In Concluſut 
Joy, he's afflited, a /a Frangois, and a Stranger woil 
not know whider.to cry, or to laugh with himy 
Gip, What wou'd you have-me do, Doctor ? 


Fit 


7.i2. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Count in Mrs. 
Sin and a Shane, Door... | 
Shame; and. I will give yowan Abſglution for the Shin. 
receive the Money before hand, *twill be .Logice,: a 
© Gip. Well, Do&tor, I'll take it Lag/c?——But what 
Gra ;, and ygur.Conſcience is under my Hands, , 
Cloſhet ? one may go to Prayers in a Cloſhet. 
and go to Bed? _ 
' Fiig.. Vel den———the Patties muſt be reſponbible. 
with the Count to inftruft you in your Chamber. 
with ſo much Security, that I'm refqly'd to, die a 
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Sullen's Cloſet, when it is dark. ES PR 
Gip. Nothing ! Is that nothing ? It, wou'd be both a 
Foig. He'e is twenty Lewwidyres, Joy, for your 
Gip. But wen't that Money look like a Bribe?  _ 
Foig., Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it—If you 
Bribe ; but.if you ſtay till afterwards, 'twill be only a 
Gratification. | " Ong 
' muſt I do with my Conſcience, Sir?  _ _ 
Foig. Lieave dat wid me, Joy; Lam. Jour Prieſt, 
"Gip. But ſhou'dT put the Count into the Cloſet—— 
Faig.. Vell, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
Gip. But if the Lady ſhou'd come into her Chamber 
| Fog. Vel, and is dereany Shin in going«to.Bed, Joy ? 

_  Gip. Ay, butif the Parties.ſhou'd meet, ;Doctor ? 
—Po-you be,gone after putting the ;Count.in the Clo- . 
ſet; and leave the Shins wid"themſelves—1 will come 

Gip. Well, Door, your Religion is ſo pure—Me- 
thinks I'm ſo eaſy after an Abſolution, and canſin afreſh 
Martyr to't—Here's the Key of the Garden-doar ; 


come in the back-way, when ?tis late—I'll be ready 
to receive you.; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take 
hold of my "Hand ; Pl lead you, anddo you lead the 


Count, and follow m . " \ [Exeunt. 
5 OSes Ke. 


Scrub. What Witchcraft now have theſe two Imp3 
of the Devil been a hatching here ?—There's twenty 
Lewidares ; I heard that, and ſaw .the Purſe : But 1 
muſt give room to my Betters = 

ID : - Enter 


<A Made > AB tne ett aA, an. HA eras «9 io 
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| fiter came diſguis'd to make Love 


| leaſt Reſemblance of you 
—[ He looks at the Piflure and Mrs. Sullen three or fow 


ture, ſhiniog Fluid, in which they ſwim ? The Picture, 


"ING 


Enter Aimwell /zading Dorinda, and making Lowe in 
7x dumb Shew— Mrs. Sull. and Archer. 
Mrs. Su/. Pray, Sir, [To Archer] how C'ye likethy 


Piece? 


Arch. O, 'tis Leda = You find, Madam, how J.. 


Mrs. Sul, But what think you there of Alexand.r' 


: Battles ? 


Arch. We want only a Le Brun, Madam, to dray 


greater Battles, and a greater General of our own— 
ht T he Danube, Madam, wou'd make a greater Figue 
in a PiQture than the Granzicus ; and we have our 
Ramelies to match their Artela. 


Mrs. Sz/, Pray, Sir, what Head is that in the Ctr: 


_ Hex there ? 


ch. O, Madam, *tis poor Ovid in his Exile, 
Mrs. Su/. What was be baniſh'd tor? 
Arch. His ambitious Love, Madam, [ Boing.) His 


 Misfortune touches me. 


Mrs. S«/. Was he ſucceſsful in his Amours ? 

Arch, There he has left us in the dark—He was ted 
much a Gentleman to tell. 

'Mrs. Su). If he were ſecret, I pity him. 

Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 

Mrs. S/. How d'ye like that V:nus over the Chimney! 

Arch. Venus ! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 


 Pittme; but now I look _— *tis not handſome enough, 


Mrs. Su/. Oh, what a Charm is Flaitery ! if you wou' 
ſee my PiRture, there it is, over that Cabinet—Hoy 


d'ye hike it ? 


Arch, TI muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 
But methinks, Madan, 


times, by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew UE 
Mrs, Sul. A famous Hand, Sir. 
[Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of. 
Arch. A famous Hand, Madam :—Your Eyes, 1- 
deed, are featutr'd there; but where's the ſparkling Mo 


"Wo 
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indeed, has your Dimples ; but where's the Swarm of | 
killing Cupids that ſhou'd ambuſh there.?, The Lips too - 
are figur'd out: But where's the Carvation Dew, the 
pouting Ripeneſsthat tempts the Taſte in the Original ? 
Mrs. Su/. Had it been my Lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a Man ! TEST 
Arch. Your Breaſts too ; preſumptuous Man! what ! 
paint Heaven ! Aprcpo, Madam, in-the very next Pic- 
ture is Sa/moneys, that was ſtruck dead with Lightning, 
ſor offering (to: imitate Jove's Thunder ; I hope you 
ſerv'd the Painter ſo, Madam. a 
Mrs. Sz/, Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ſ.ou'd employ their Lightning better. | | 
Arch. "There's the fineſt Bed in that Room.,.: Magam ; . 
I ſuppoſe 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed-chamber? - 
Mrs, Su/. And what then, Sir? - 
4drch. 1 think the Quilt is the richeſt that i faw 
——— I can't at this Diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
Figures of the Embroidery: Will you give me leave, 
Madam ? . | | 
Mrs. Su/. The Devil take his Impudence—Sure, if I, 
gave him an Opportunity, he durſt not offer 1tt—1 have 
a great mind to try,—[Going. Returns.) Sdeath, what 
am I doing ?-—And alone too !- —vilter, Siltex. 
Arch. I'll follow her cloſe 


' For awhere a French- man durſt Henk to Fay 
A Briton, fare, may wvell the Work perform. [&oing. 


wala Enter: Scrub. | 
| Serub. Martin, Brother Martin. 
Arch. O Brother Scrub, I beg your Pardon, I Was 
not a going : Here's a Guinea my Maſter order'd you. 
Scrub, A Guinea ; hi, hi, hi, a Guinea ! eh—--by 
this Light it is a Guinea ; ;:but 1 ſuppole you RE one 
and twenty Shiflings in:change 
Arch. Not at. _ 1 have rh for Giphy. 


Scrub. A Guinea for. ber !- Fire and Fa 7got for the. 


Witch. ——Sir,; gireme that Guinea, and I 1 diſcover. 
 aPlor. ... 4 | 


7 3p 7 on oe ee LA 
ol, B- P- | $-r4u6b, 
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| Scrub. Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horiid Plot—Firſ, it oy | 
be a Plot, b cauſe there's a Woman in't : Secondly, 
muſt be a Plor, becauſe there's a Prieſt in't : Thirdly, 
it muſt be a Plot, becavſe there's Freneh Gold in't: 
And Fourthly, it muſt be a Plot” becauſe I don' t know 
what to make on't. 

Arch, Nor any body-elſe, 'm afraid; Brother Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly I'm atraid (6 too; for where there's a 
Prieſt and a Woman, there's alway s » Myftery and a 
Riddle—This, know, that here'has been the Doftor 
with a Temptationin one hand, and an 4blolution in'the 
other, and Gi//e) has fold herfelf tothe'Devil ; I faw the 
Price paid down, my Eyes ſhall take their Oath ON 7, 

Axch., And is all this Buftle about Grp/ey ? | 

Scrtzb, That's notall ; I cou'd hear but a Word here 
and there ; but Irememb:r they ment: ;on'd a Count, a 


Cloſet, 'a Back-door, ard a Key. 


Arch.The Count! Did you hea enkiihig of Mrs. Sullen? 
Scrub. I did hear ſome Word that ſounded that way : 
but whether it was Salen or Doriada, I cou'd not dif- 


LP tiyguiſh. 


Arch. "You have told this Maiter to no body; Brother | 
Scrub, Told ! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm re. 
ſolv'd never to ſpeak one Word, pro nor con, till we 
have a Peace. 

Arch. You're ''th' right, II Scrub; here's a 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady.——The 
Prieſt and the Chamber-maid are Plenipotentiaries—— 
It ſhall go hard, but I'l] find a Way to be incluced 1 in 
the Treaty. Where's the Door, now 7 

Scrub. He and Gip/cy are this Moment devouring 
my Lady's Marmalade in the Cloſet. | | | 

Aim. [From — Martin, Martin ! 

Arch, 1 come, Sir, I come. © 

Scrub, But you forget the other Guinea Brother Martin, 

Arch, Here I give it with all my Reart. 

| $8 rub. Ana take it with all my Soul, {Exeunt ſeve- 
relly.] I'cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gip/ey ; and 
if you ſhou'd ſet the Captain upon me, theſe two Gui- 


_ neas will buy me off, | [Exit, 


Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, , meeting. 

Mrs. Sul, Well, Siſter - To LINE x 

. Ver. And well, Sifter. 
Mrs. $u/. What's become of my I ord ? 
Dor,. What's become of his Servant? 
Mrs. Sl, Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a 
finer Gentleman by fifty Degrees than his Maſter, 
| Dor. © my Conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
| Fellow at the 'Gallows foot,  ' wo. 
M:s. S$/. ©' my Conſcienee I :cou'd, provided I 
cou'd put a Friend of yours in his room. fe | 
Dr, You defir'd me, Siſter, to leave you, when you . 
tranſgreſs'd the Bounds of Honour. | Ne 
Mrs. Sa/. Thow dear cenforious Country Girl —— 
What doſt mean ? You can't think of the Man without 
the Bedfellow, 1 find,  _ 7 
Dor, Tdon't find any thing unnatural inthat Thought ; 
while the Mind is converſant with Fleſh and Blood, it 
muſt conform to the Humours of the Company. 
Mrs. Su/. How a little L ove and Converſation im- 
= prove a Woman? Why, Child, you begin to live——— 
& you never ſpoke before. M7 | 
_ Dor, Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before : My Lord 
= has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty than any 
8  ofmy Sex ; and truly Ibegin to think the Manis fincere, 
Mrs. $/, Yowre in the right, Dorinde; Pride is the 
= Life of a Woman, and Flattery is our daily Bread ; and 
= ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, as much as- 
8 ſhe thac believes him-in any thing elſe—But I'll lay you 
= a Guineathat Thad finer things ſaid to me than you had. 
= Dor, Done-——What did your Fellow ſay to ye ? 
Mrs. $41, My Fellow took the PiQture of Venus for 
mine, 8 = | | 
Dor, Bat my Lover took me for Yenus herſelf. 
Mrs, $4/. Common Cant ! Had my Spark calPd me 
a Vena; direftly, I ſhou'd have believ'd him a Footman 

in good earneſt,  —_ HEE TILE Fen et DOE 
or. But my Lover was upon his Knees ta me, 

Mrs, Sul, And mine 66 9-40 his Tiptoes to af 

2 are 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me, 
Mrs. S«/. "Mine ſwore to die with me. _ 
Der. Mine ſpoke the ſoſteſt moving Things. 
Mrs Sz/. Ay, ay, mire had his moving-T hings too, 
Dr. Mine kiſs'd my Hand ten thouſand times, 
_ Mrs. Sz/. Mine has all that Pleaſure to come. 
\Der. Mine offer'd Marriage, be a 
Mrs. S«/. O Lard ! D'ye call that'a moving thing? 
_ Dor. The ſharpeſt Arrow in his Quiver, my dear Siſter; 
—— Why, my ten thouſand Pounds may lie brooding 
here this feven Years, and hatch nothing at laſt but ſome 
1]]-natur'd Clown like. yours : — Whereas, if I marry. 
my Lord 4:mwel!, there will be Title, Place and Prece- 
dence, thePark,thePlay,and the Drawing-Room, Splen- 
 dor, Equipage, Noiſe and Flambeaux.—Hey, my Lady 
Aimaxyweli's Servants there—Lights, Lights to the Stairs 
— My Lady Aimwel.*s Coach, put forward — Stand 
by; make room for her Ladyſhip——Are not theſe 
Things moving ? What ! melancholy of a ſudden ? 
Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy Sitter ! Your Angel has been 
watchful for your Happineſs, whilt mine has ſlept re- 
gardleſs of his Charge—Long ſmiling Years of circling 
Joys for you, but nat one Hour for me!  [Yzy., 
Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of ſomething elſe, 
Mrs Su/. O Dorinda, I own my ſelf a Woman, full of 
wy Sex, a gentle, generous Soul,,-ecaſy and yielding 
to ſoft Deſires, a ſpacious Heart, where Love and all 
| his Train might lodge : And muſt the fair Apartment 
of my Breaſt be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in? 
Dor. Meaning your Huſband, I ſuppoſe ? 
Mrs, Su/. Huſband ! No,—Even Huſband is too foft 
a Name for him, —But cone, I expeCt my Brother heic 
to-night or to-morrow ; he was abroad when my Father 
. marry'd me ; perhaps he'll ind a way to make me caly, 
Dor. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy in 
the mean yme with my Lord's Friend ? 
Mrs. $z/. You miſtake me, $iſter—It bappens with 
us,25 amongtheMen, the greateſtTalkersare the greateſt 
 Cowards: and there's a Reaſon for it ; thoſe Spirits 
evaporate in Prattle, which might do more mages if 
I oh 4 | | (ney 
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they took another Courſe Tho), to confeſs the 
Truth, I do love that Fel'ow LA it I met him 
dreit as he ſhould be, and I ondreſt as I ſhou'd be 
Look'e, Siſter, I have no ſupernatural Gifts ; ; [ 
can't ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the Temptation, thoogh 
[ can fafely” miſe ht avoid it ; and thats As much 
as the-beſt of 'us can YO.” 


- [Exeunt. 


| * Paics Aimwell dit Archer Xeoging! 
4A Py And' the awkard Rindneſs of the good m0o- 


therly old Gentlewoman.- 
Aim. And the coming Eafineſs of the young one— 


i *Sdeath, tis pity to deceive her. 


Arch, Nay, if you adhere to thoſe Prinic'ples, ſtop 
where you are. Ee Jt | 

Aim. I can't op ; for I love ker- to DiſtraQt'on. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, if. you love her a Hair's breadth be- 
yond Diſcretion, you muſt go no farther, 

| Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 


$ tering away our idle Evenings at White's, "Tom's, or 


' WilPs, and be: ftinted to bear looking at our old Ac- 
quaintance, the Cards, becauſe our impotent Pockets 
_ can't afford us a Guinea for the mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be obliged to ſome Purſe- proud Cox: omb 
for a ſcandalous Bottle, where we mult not pretend to 
- our ſhare of the Di:courſe, becauſe we can't pay our 
_ Club o'th* Reckoning : Damn it, I had rather 
ſpunge upon Morris, and ſup upon a Diſh of Bohee 
ſcor'd behind the Door. 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of Senſe by talking 
Criti-iſms, "as we ſhould our want of Money by railing. 
at the Government. 


Arch. Or be 6blig'd to ſneak into the Side-box, and 
between both Houſes ſteal two As ofa Play ; and be- © 
_ cauſe we ha'n't Money to ſee the other three, we come 
away diſcontented, and damn the whoſe five. 

_ Aim, And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally Tricks—had 
| we out- iv'd our Fortunes among our Acquaintance. — 


Bat now 
ÞP | 3 | Arch. 


 Enyland! Ubooboo— 
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Arch, Ay, now is the time to prevent all this=«Striky 
while the hon is hot=——T his Prieſt 13 the lucl.ielt par 
of our Adventure ; he ſhall mairy you, and pimp for me, 

Aim. But 1 ſhouid wot like a Woman ti at can be 7g 
fond of a Frerchma-. | | 

Arch, Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no Law the Lady may 
be in Diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a cornfoun' ted Hujhang, 
and her Revenge may cairy her farther than her Love 
_ —Fgad, I have fo guod an Opinion of her, and of my 
ſelf, that 4 begin to fancy flrange things! ard we mull 
ſay this for the Honour of our Women, and indred of 
_ our ſelves, that they do ſhck to their Mey, as they do 
toth. ir Magna Ch ito. —If the Plot lies as I luſpect—] 
mutt put on the Gentleman —— But here comes the 


Doctor : 1 ſhall be ready. | F, (Exit, 


| Enter Foipard, | ip 
 Foig. Sauve you, noble Friend, 


Aim. O Sis, your Servant; Pray, DoQor, thay | 
£47 yori g RAgs ? | | har 
Foig. Fat Naamis. upon me? My Naam is Fc, ar, Joy, 
Aim. Fugard! A very good Name for a Clcigyman; 
Pray, DoQor Foigard,, were you ever in Ireland? 
Faig. Jreland! No, Joy ;—Pat fort of Plaace is &:t 
ſam [-land? Dey ſay de People are catch'd dere wh 
dey are young. nb TT 
Aim, And {ome of 'em here when they are old; - 
_ as for Example— [Takes Foigard by the Shoulder.) Sir, 
1 arreſt you as a Traytcr againſt the Government; 
| you're a Subject of Engl nd, and this Morning fhew'd 
me a Commiſſion by which you.ſerv'd as Chaplain in 
| the Frexch Army: This is Death by our Law, ard 
| your Reverence mult hang for't. | 
Foig. Upon my Shoul, noble Friend, dis is ftrarge 
- News you tell me, Fader F iyard a Subject of E g- 
| land! de Son of a Burgomaſ/ter of Bruſſels a Subjctt ci 


Aim. The Son of a Bog-trotter in Ireland; Sir, your 
Tongue will condemn you before any Bench in the 
Kingdom. ' | | 

ny Farr, 
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 Forg "And is my Tongue all your Evidenpſh, Joy ? 
7s 1. That's enough, 

Foig. No, no, Joy, ior I will vever ſpake E ey, BO 
more, ' 

Aim. Sir, I have other Crideucy>itlece, Martin | 
you know this cared 


BELLS Emer Archie: : 
| Arch. [ In a Brogue] Saave you, my dear Cuſſen, how 
Co2s your Health ? 

F.ie. Ah! Upon tny Shoul dere is my Countryman, 
avd bis Brogne will hang mine. { 4{4-e.] Myrhere, Ich wrt 
neat <vatt by zacht, der Ueivinſien oe neat, fectumert. 

Aim. Altering your Language won't do, Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Perſon, and-will ſwear to- -your Face. 

_ Fig. Faath! Fey, is dere Brogue upon wy Faaſh too? 

Arch. Upon my Soulvation dere iſh joy But, 
Cuſlen Adact/banc, vil you not pat a Remembrance up- 
on me ? 

Fog. Idaot bone ! By 8. Paetrich, dat is my Naame 
Swe <mngh, (#4. 
in. 4 taney Arche, you have i dei ben 

Fig. .'The Devil has you, Joy, —y fat Ac- 
qzaintance are you my Cullen ? 

A-ch, O, de Devil bang your ſhelf, Joy ; you know 
we were little Boys togeder upon de School, and your 
Foſter-Moder's Son was marry'd upon 'my Norſe s 
Chilter, Joy, and ſo we are 7-4 Cuſſens, 

Foiz. De Devil taake de Relation ! Vel, Joy, and fa 
School was it? 

A-cb. I think it vas——Aay. — NES Tipperary, 

Fiig. Now, upon my Shoul, Joy, it waz Kilkenny. 

Aim. That's enough for us — Self-Confefſion — 
Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the Hands of the 
next Magi” rate. 

Arch, He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next 
Aſlizes, and away apa go ſwing into Purgatory, . 

_ Faig, And is it ſo wid you, Cuſlen ? 


Arch. It wil be ſho wid you, Cuſlen, if you don't un- 
mediately confeſs the Secret between you and Mrs. 


EF Gipfey 
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* Cip/ez—Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, t:ke 
WEE TNG.Ea.r.c.:- = 
Feig. The Gallows !. Upon my Shoul I hate that 
flame Gallows, for it is a Diſeaſh dat 1s fatal to our 
Family. — Vel, den, there is nothing, Shentlemeng, 
tut Vrs, Suez wou'd ſpaak wid the Count in her 
Char.ber at N:idnight, and dere 1s no harm, Joy, for 
I am to conduct the Count to the Plaſh my ſelf. 
__ 4reh. As pueis'd. —Have you communicated the 
. Matter to the Count? _ 
Fiig. I have not ſheen him ſince, 0 
| _4rch Right agen ; why then, Door ;—you ſhall 
conduct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. | 
_ Fig. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady ! Upon my Shoul, 
fra, 'dat's'too much upon the Brogue. 
Arch. Come, come, Door ; conſider we have got 
a Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll ſtop your, Wind-pipe, moſt certainly ; we ſhall 
| have another Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. 
Aim, Here's Company coming this Way, let's into 
my Chamber, and there concert our Afﬀairs farther, 
Arch, Come, my dear Cuſlen, come along. [ £xeunt, 
Fig, Arrathe Devil taake our Relaſhion. 


Enter Poniface, Hounſlow, ard Bagſhot at one Door, 
| | Gibbet at the Oppefrre. - | 
Cih. Well, Gentlemen, *tis a fine Night for our En- 
texprne, © ett AE SST IIS - | 
Hounſ. Dark as Hell. - FP e OS 5.7 
Bag. And blows like the Deyil ; our Landlord here 
has ſhew'd us the Window where we muſt break in, 
and teils us the Plate ſtands in the Winſcoat Cupboard 
in the Parlour. 3 TO Skye : I 7 
Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag ſhot, as the Saying 1s, Knives 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and 'Tankards.— 
'There's one: Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near 
upon as big as me; it was a Preſent to the *Squire from, 
his God-mother, and ſmells of Nutmeg and Toaſt, 
like an Ea/t- India Ship. EDT oa ns 
 Hounſ, "hen you ſay we muſt divideatthe beje-imnn 
| ons 
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_ Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounſlow, as the Saying is—At 
one end 'of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and 


her Daughter, and at the other, Mrs. Su/lez—As for 


the *Squire.— 
G:b, He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter*'d him, and 
he's more than half Seas over already But ſuch a 
| Parcel of Scoundrels are got about him there, that, 
]I-gad, I was aſham'd to he ſeen in their Company. . 
Bon. "Tis now Twelve, as the Saying 15—Gentle- 
men, you muſt ſet out at One. | 


Gib. Hounſlow,” do you and Bagſbot ſee our Arms | 


fix'd, and I'll come to you preſently. 
Hounſ. and Bag. We will. | ___ [Exeunt. 
Grb. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that Scrub 
1s a Coward, | 

Bon. A Chicken, as the Saying is—You'll have no 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies. © 

G:ib. And I can aſſure you, Friend,. there's a great 
| deal of Addreſs and good Manners in robbing a Lady ; 
I am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travelled 
the Road — But, my dear Bonny, this Prize will be 
a Galleon, a Yigo Buſineſs ——I warrant you we ſhall 
bring off three or four thouſand Pound; 
Bon, In Plate, Jewels and Money, as the Saying is, 
om 


Gib, Why then, Tyburn,. I'defy.thee; I'll get up to. 


Town, fell off my Horſe and Arms, buy my 1elf fome 
_ pretty Employment in the Law, and be as ſnug and as 
honeſt as e'er a long Gown of em all. 


Bon,' And what think you then of my Daughter 


_ Cherry for a Wite ? ITE EE | 
Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny—Cherry is the Gedde/s 


1 adore, -as the Song goes ;. but it 1s a Maxim, that 
Man and Wife ſhould never have it in their. Power to- . 


hang one another; for if they ſhou'd, the Lord have 


_ mercy upon *em both. _. oo [Exeant,. 


' The Bud of the fourth ACT. © 


Dy © $0 SOT 


| 
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ACT V. 
SCE NE continues. Knocking without, 


Ezter Boniface: 


Boz. £ *Oming, coming — A Coach and fix foaming 
Horſes at this time o' Night ! Some great 


Man, as the Saying 1s, for he corns to travel with 
MP People. 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 

Sir Ch. What, Fellow ! A publick Houſe, and a- 
bed when other People ſleep ? 

Bon. Sir I a'n't a-bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir C5. I ſee that, as the Saying 1s! Is Mr. Suller's 
Family a-bed, think'e ? 

- nw All but the ” Squire himſelf, Sir, as the Saying 

, he's 1n the Houſe. 

" Gan Ch. What Company has he? 

' Bin, Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr. "YE the 
Exciſeman, the hunch-back'd Earber, and two or three 
other Gentlemen. 

\ Sir Ch..1 6nd my Siſter's Letters gave me the true 
Picture of her Spoule. 
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' Enter Sullen drunk. 
Bon. Sir, here's the *Squire. 
541. "The Puppics left me a-ſleep——Sir. 
Sir Ch. Well, Sir, 
$ul. Sir, I am an unfortunate Man—T ha three 
_ __ thouſuid Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man-to drink 
a Cup of Ale with me. 
_ Sir Ch. That's very hard. | 
Sul. Ay, Sir, —And unleſs you have pity upon me, 
and ſmoke one Pipe with me, I muſt &'en go home 
2 _ 


The Beaux Siratagem.. 69: 


my Wiſe, and I had rather go to the Devil by half. 
_ Sir Ch, But I preſume, Sir, you wo'n't fee your 
Wife to-night, ſhe'll be gone 0+ Fas don't uſe 
to lie with your Wife in that Pickle ? 

Sal. What ! not lie with my Wife! Why, Sir, do 

you take me for an Atheift, or a Rake ? 
Sir. Ch. It you hate her, Sir, I think you had better 
| lie from her. 
 _ Sul. I think to, "3s WARE Way I ama 2 Juſtice 
_ of Peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the Law. 
$i Ch. Law! As I take 1t, Mr. Juſtice, no body | 
obſerves Law for Law's ſake, _ for the good of Sole 
for whom it was made. 

Sz]. But if the Law orders me to ſend you to Gaol, 
| you mult he there, my Friend. 
' Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a Crime to deſerve it. 

_ Sul. A Crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd ?. 

Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call Marnage a Crune, you 
muſt daſown it for a Law, _ | 
Sul. Eh! I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir— 
| But, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the Truth of. 
this Matter. age 

Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, i is a profound Sea, nd few there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the Bottom 
on't. Beſides, Sir, Pm afraid the Lane of your Under: 
ſtanding mayn't be long enough. - 

$41. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to fay to your Sea 
of "Truth, but if a good Parcel-of Land can. entitle a 
Maa to a little Truth, I have as much as any Hein the | 
County, 


Bun. I never FR" your Workhip, at the Saying 1s, 
| talk ſo much before. 


Sul. Becauſe I never met with a Maw that I lik'd 
before. 
Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is, let me ak you” 
- one Queſtion : Are not Man and Wife one Fleſh! 
Sir Ch. You and your Wife, Mr. Gzts, may be one 
Fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe But rational . 


( Creatures have Minds that wes be united, 
| ' Sul, Minds ! d.. 


Sir 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir; don't you thipk that the 
Mind takes place of the Body * Bs 
Sul. In ſome People. Eun - 
| Sir Ch. Then the Intereſt of the Maſter muſt bec Con- 
| ſulted before that of his Servant. + - | 
Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow—— 
Oons, I always thought that-we were naturally one. 
Sir Ch, Sir, I know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the Actions'of Life ; but I 
- cou'd not fay fo much if they were always at Cuffs, 
- $Sul. 'Then *tis plain that we are'two, 
Sir Ch. Why don't you part with her, Sir | ? 

| $4/, Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Ch. With all my Heart. 

Sz, You ſhall have her to-morrow Morning, and a 
Veniſon-Paſly into the Bargain. | 

Sir Ch, You'll let me have her Fortune too ? 

Sul, Fortune ! why, Sis, I have no Quarrel to her 
Fortune——1I only hate the Woman, Sir, and none 
_ but the Woman ſhall go; 

Sir Ch. But her Fortune, Sir— 

Sul, Can you play at Whiſk, Sip > 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at All-tours ? 

_ Sir Ch. Neither. 

 $xl. Oons! where) was this Man bred ? [Hfde. ] Burn 

\ me, Sir, I can't go home, *tis but Two a Clock. 

Sir Ch. For-Half an Hour, Sir, if you pleaſe—Put 
you mult conſider *tis late. _ 

Sul. Late ! that's the. Reaſon I can't go- to Bed— 
Come, Sir- Kh [round 


Enter Ba runs eb the ab bs and FIT at Aim- 
well's Chamber-goor. . Enter Aimwell in his Night- 
"Cap and Gown. -\._ 
"MH Mem. What 'sthe Matter? You rremble, Child, you re 
"frighted ! 
Cher. No wonder, $iv— Bot 3 in ſhort, Sir, this very 


Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Lady 
- Bountiful's Houſe, Aim, 


- 
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fm. How! _ 

Cher. 1 dogg'd *em to the very Dow, and lef em 
| breaking 6 et 

 ” Aim, Have' you. afarm'd any body elſe with the 
News? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 
whole Plot, and twenty other Things, to your Man 
Wortin but I have ſearch'd the whole Houle, and | 
can't fitd him'; where 1s he ? 

Aim. No matter, Child ; ; will you guide me imme- 


7 diately to the Houſe ?* 


Cher. With all my Heart,” Sir ; my Lady Bountiful is 
my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Derinda fo well 
"Aim. Dorinda ! The Name inſpires me, the Glory | 
= :nd the Danger ſhall be all my own—Come, my Life, 
= let me but get my Sword. . | [ Exeunt, 


SC E N E changes to the Bed. ROAD in Ley Boun- 
| Wok s Houſe. I 


Puter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda, undreſe'd ; a Tabh 

; . and Lights. | 

Dor. "Tis very late, viſter, no News of your Spoule 
yet? +: 
; Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condem'd to be alone till to- 
wards Four, and then perhaps I may be executed with 
his Company. 

Dor. Well, my Dear, I'll teave you to your Reſt; 
you'll go dire&tly to Bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. $41. I don't know what to do; hey-ho 4 

Dor. That's a deſiring Sigh, Siſter. | 

Mrs. $#l. 'T his is a languiſhing Hour, . Siſter, 

Der, And might prove a critical Minute if the pretty 
Fellow were here.” 

Mrs. $u/. Here ? what in my Bed-chamber, at two 
a-Clock i'th* Morning, I undrefs'd, the Family aſleep, 
my hated Huſband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at 


my Feet———O gad, Siſter. 
Der. Thoughts are. free, Siſter, anJ them. I allow 
you———So, my Dear, £02d Night, [Emi. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs, Sul. A good Reſt to my dear Dorinda WW 
Thoughts tree ! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe hinWl'* 
| here, drels'd like a youthful, gay, and burning Brig. : 
_ groom, {Here Archer fteals out of the Cloſet) wah 
| Fongile enchanting,” Eyes bewitching, Knees imyh, Sk 
ring. [Turn a little on one fide, and ſees Archer in 
Poſture ſhe deſcribes. Ah ! [ Shrieks, and runs to the uthy 
| fide of the Stage. Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spirit?.. 
What are you, Sir, a Man or a Devil? | | 
Arch. A Man, a Man, Madam. © [ Rifin, 
 WMrs, Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it? _ 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you Demonſtration this M:. 
OOO [Tak her Hani 
Mrs. Sz!. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. -_ 
Mrs. Szl. In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye? 
Arch. From the Skies, Madam—P'm a Jupiter in 
Love, and you ſhall be my Alcmena._ 
Mrs. Su/., How came you in? 
Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam ; your 
Coufin Capid lent me his Wings, and your Siſter /em 
_ open'd the Caſement. 2 
Mrs. Su/. I'm ftruck dumb with Admiration. 
Arch. And I with Wonder. [ Looks paſſionately at bir, 
Mrs. Sul. What. will become of met. | 
Arch. How beautiful ſhe. looks ! the teeming 
© Jolly Spring ſmiles in her blooming Face, and when 
ſhe was conceiv'd, her Mother imel; to Roſes, look'd 
on Lillies——— bye ee EL 
Lillies unfold their White, their fragrant Charms, 
When the warm Sun thus darts into their Arms. 
nn, CU Rt BE 36 3 4 +6. Mens 14 bers 
Mrs, Su/. Ah! [Shrieks,] | 
* Arch. Oons, Madam, what do. you mean ? You'll 
raiſe the Houſe. OD WE LT EIN 
Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the Dead before I bear this. 
 — — What! Approach me with. the Freedoms of a 
| Keeper.!-1'm glad on't, your Impudence. has cur'd me. 
Arch. If this be Impudence, { Knees] I leave to your 
partial ſelf ; no panting Pilgrim, after a tedious, po 
$ ba y 


x 
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ful Voyage, &er bow'd before his Saint with more De- 


W denies, I'm loſt, 


Mrs. Szl. Now, now, I'm ruin'dif he kneels. [4/ge.] 
Riſe thou proſtrate Ingineer, not all thy undermining 
Skill ſhall reach my Heart. Riſe, and know I am a 
Woman without my Sex ; I can love to all the Ten- 
derneſs of Wiſhes, Sighs and 'Tears—But go no far- 
Ws ther—Still to convince you that Pm more than Wo- 
WE man, I can ſpeak. my Frailty, confeſs my Weakneſs 
W cven for you But wy : 
= /4rch. For me! { Going to lay hold on her. 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that—for my 
W moſt mortal Hatred follows, if you diſobey what I 
WW command you now —leave me this Minute—— If he 


[A/frde. 


Arch, Then you'll promiſe——— 
Mrs. Sl. Any thing another time. 
Arch. When ſhall I come ? IIS 
Mrs. Sul. To-morrow, when you will. 
Arch. Your Lips muſt feal the Promiſe, 
Mn dal Panto non re 
Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [&7/es her,] Raptures. - 


and Paradiſe ! And why not now, my Angel ? The 


43 'Time, the Place, Silence and Secrecy, all conſpire— 
= And the now conſcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this. 
( Takes her in his Arms. 


Moment for my Happineſs. _ 
Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, fure, 
Arch. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not 

Mortals of to-morrow's Dawn, this Night / 0971; 

my Joys, _ RF IDGETY. ELL. 
” Mis Sul. My Sex's Pride affit me, Þ © 
Areh. My Sex's Strength help me, | 
Mrs. Sl. You ſhall kill me firſt. | x : 
Arch, I'll die with Your”. 4 5) [Carrying her offs 
Mrs, Sz/. Thieves, "Fhieves, Murderw— 


Enter $cxub' in his Breeches, and one Shoe, 
Scrub, Fhieves, Thieves,” Murther, ;Popery'l / 

_ Arch. Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
ting-time. __ [ Dranxvs andoffers to ftab _ 
| Scrub. 
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Scrnab, F Kneeling: ]O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, a 
take my Life. | 
Mrs. Sul. [Holding Archer' 5 om ] What doesthe 
Fellow mean? 
| Scrub. O Madam, Jouns upon your Knees, you 
Marrow-bones —— he's one of them. 
Arch. Of whom ? - 
Scrub. One of the Rogues ——1 beg your Pardon, 
- one of the honeſt Gentlemen that Joſt 1 now are broke 
Into the Houſe. | 
Arch, How ! 
Mrs. $zl. I hope yoa did not come to ETY me? 
Arch. Indeed I did, Madam, but I wow'd have taken 
nothing but what you might very well ha? ſpar'd ; bu 
- Your crying Thieves, has wak'd this dreaming Fox, 
and ſo he takes *em for granted. 
Scrub. Granted ! *tis granted, Sir ; take all we hay, 
Mrs, $z/, "The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. + 
Scrub. Oons, Madam, they re rgles into the Houle 
with Fire and Sword ; I ſaw hems heard them, they'll 
be here this Minute ; 
Arch. What, Thieves! 
Scrub. Under Favour, Sir, I think fo. 
* Mrs. Su/. What ſhall we do, Sir ? 
frch. Madam, I wiſh-your Ladyſhip a good 1 Night, 
_ Mrs. Sal. Will you leave me? © 
Arch, Leave you ! Lord, Madam, did not you con- 
mand me to be gone Juſt acted th g0e pain of your in- 
mortal Hatred. 
Mrs. Sul. Nay, but pray, Sir 


[Takes hold of bim, 
Arch. Ha. ba FE now comes my turn to be 12 
- viſ'd—You ſee now, Madam, you muſt uſe Men one 
way or other ; but takethis by the way, good, Madam, 
that none but a Fool will give you he Benefit of hi 
- Courage, ' unleſs you'll take his Love _ with it 
_ How are'they arm'd, Friend ? 

' Scrub. With Sword and Piſtol,. Sir. 


©», 00 F 
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Arch. Huſh !—I ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro” 
| the Gallery—— Madam, be affur'd I will protect you, 
or loſe my Life. | 

Mre. -Su/., Your Life! no Sir, they can-rob the of | 
nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore. now, Sir, 
let me 1ntreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, Pl conſult my own Safety, for 
the ſake of yours ; I'll work by Stratagem : Have you 
Courage enough to ſtand the Appearance of em ? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, ſince L have Rags th oe Hands, 
I can face any thing. | 

Arch. Come hither, Brother Scrub ; ; don't you know 
me ? 

Scrub. Eh! my dear Brother, ler me kiſs thee. 


(i iſſes Acker, 
"Sch. This wity—— Hee | 
Ar cer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


"Fave Gibbet, Or a ; Sed Lanthorn in one Hand, and 
a Piſtol in Pother. 

Gib. Ay, ay, this t5 the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

Mrs. Su/, Who are you, Sir ? What wou'd you have? 
 D'ye-come to rob me? 

Gb, Rob you ! alack-a-day, Madam, Im only a 
younger Brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if you 
make a Noiſe, Þ'll ſhoot you through the Head : But 
don't be afraid, Madam, [ Laying his "Lanthern and Pifſtcl 

, upon the Table. ] Theſe Rings, Madatn 3 don't be con- 

- cern'd, Madam ; Thave'a profound Reſped for you, 
- Madam, your Keys; Madam ; don't be trighted, Ma- 
dam, I'm the moſt of a Gentleman: [Searching her 
Peckets.)] This Necklace, Madam ; I never was rude 

- tO aftiy Lady !—T have a Veneration—for this Neck- 
* lace—{ Here Archer hawing'come round, and ſeiz'd the - F. 
P i/tol, takes Gibbet by the by arans 607 FP his Heels, | 
. and claps the Piftel to bis Breaft..- 1 ; 

4rch. Hold, profane Villain, and-ke the Reward 

of thy Sactilege. - ſ C7 9 oy © 

G:b, Oh! Pray, Sir, don't Kill me; lan't eprepar'd. 
| arch, How' many Is there of 'em, Scrub ? 


Fs crub., 
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| Serab. Five and Forty, Sir. 
Arch, Then 1. muſt kill the Villain, to have kim out 
vt the way, 
 Geb, Hold'! hold ! [ Sir z we are but three, upon my 
Honour, 
Arch. Serab, wil you undertake to ſecure him ? 
Scrub, Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. - 
_ © &frch, Run to Giz/cy's Chamber, there you'll find the 
Duttor 3 bring him hither preſently. 
[Ex## Scrub, ruin, 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort Prayer, ſay it. 
(7:Þ. Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a Chaplain to tay Prayers for us on theſe 
Occations. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don? t kill him: ;— You fright 
me as much as him. 
Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Ibo,” for being the 
occaſion of my Diſappointment==—Sirrah, this Mo- 
ment as your laſt, 
on Sir, P11 give you Two hundred Pounds to ſpate 
m ie, 
"> Have you no more, Raſcal ? 
Gib. Yes, Sir, | can command Foyr hundyed ; but 
1 muſt pelerye two of 'em to fave my Life at. the Se. 


f ftons, 
Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here, DoRor ; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be. 
 tveen-you, may manage bim : Lay hold of him, 
[Foigard lays held of Gibbet, 
Gib, What ! turn'd. over to the Prieſt already —— 
- Look'e, Door, you come before your time ; I 2'o't 
. condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 
Feig. Come, my Dear Joy, 1 vil ſecure your Body 
and your Shoul too ; I will make you a good Catho- 
lick, and give you an Ablolution, 
Gi6. Abſolution | Can you proce tho Pardan, 
5 Dn ? | 
a þ No, Joy.—— 


Then? you and your SG may go to the 
| arch. 


| Devil 
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Arch. Convey him into the Cellar, thete bind him 4 
wal. [ake the Piſtol, and 1f he offers to reſiſt, ſoot 
him thro' the Head, — and come back to us with,ail 
the Speed you can. 
Scrub. Ay, ay come, Dotor, do you hold him 
faſt, and P11 guard him. | | 
Mrs. Sl. But how came the Dodtor t | | 
Arch. In ſhort,, Madam———{ Sh: ieking without.} 
death | the Ragves are at work with the other La- 
dies :— Im vex'd .I parted with the Piſtol z; but 1 
muſt fly to their Affiſtance— Will you ftay here, Mas 
dam, or venture your ſelf with me 2 | 
Me rs. 841, Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you, 
[Takes bins by the drm, and Excunt. 


SCENE changes to Pape Apartment in the ow 
Houſe, 


Bater Bs dr Boantfal, and 
HBagſhot ballling wt, Regt with 
8s Rnd aaWh- . | 

Houn, Come, come, your Jewels, Miftres, 

Bog, Your Keys, your Keys, old ga amraet 


" Tater Aimwell aud Cherry. 
Aim. Turn this way, a I_durſt engage a an. 
Army in ſuch a Cauſe. ges *em both, 
Der. O, Madam, had I but a EP to help the 
brave Man ! 
__L. Bour. There's three or four han ing up in the. 
Hall ; but they won't draw. I'll go etch one howe 
ever. & et Ly [Exi!, 
Enter Archer and Mrs. Sollen. 
Arch. Hold, hold, my Lord ; every Man his Bird, 
pray. [They engage Man to Man ; the Rogues are 
thrown down and di/arn'd. ff 
Cher. What! the Rogues taken ! then they'll im- 
_ peach my Father ! I mult give him timely Notice. 
[ Runs aut. 


Co 


Arch, <hall we 'e kill the Rogues 4 | 


4 
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\ im. No,* no; we'll bind them. 
2Mrb.  Ays, w 3 here,” Madam, lend me your Gilter 
2.4. +þ - [To Mrs. Sullen, who ftand; by hin, 
"Mrs. Sub. The Devil'sin this Fellow3'he fights, loves, 
and banters, all in a Breath : Here's a Cord that the 
Rogues brought with *em;' I ſuppoſe.” 
arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a Rope to 
hang himſelf —— Come, my Lord, his 1s but a 
| ſcandalous ſort of ari Office;' [Binding the Regues toge- 
ther] it our Adventures ſhould end in this ſort of Hang. 


- man-work ; but I hope there is ſomething i in profpect 


_ that— [Enter rags Well. Scrub, have you ſecured 
your Tartar? uo 


. Serub-i'Yes,. Sr, I lef the Prieſt and him diſputing 
about Religion,- © 
.- - Aim: And pray carry theſs Getitlertivh* to reap the 
Benefit of the C pany; A [ Delivers the Priſoners to 
Scrub, who leads 'em ot, 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Siſter; how came my Lord here? 
Dor. And pray, how cante the Gentleman here? 
Mrs. hore TH tell you the greateſt piece of Villany— 
| CO SET RLTILLS ” 1 They talk in dumb Shew, 
Him. I ſawey; freber; you have been more ſucceſs- 
| Ful 3 in your Adventures than the Houſe-breakers, 
frch. No matter for my Adventure, yours 1s the 
principal. Preſs her this Minute to marry you, 
A now while ſhe's hurry'd between the Palpitation 
of her Fear, and the Joy of her Deliverance, now while 
the Tide of her Spicits a are at High-flood ; — throw 
your ſelf at her Feet; fpeak ſome Romantick Nonſenſe 
- or Other ;— addreſs her, hike -lexander, in the wy, 6 
of his Victory, confound her Senſes, bear down her 
Reaſon, and away with her : The Prieſt is now in 
the Cellar, and dare not refuſe to do the Work. 


Enter Lady Bountifyl. 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſerv'd ! 

-rch, You a Lover !. and not find a way to get off 
—Let me ee. | 

Aim. You bleed; Archer. 


Arch, 
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Arch. *Sdeath, I'm g'ad: on't ;- this Wound wilt-do | 
the Buſineſs —I'll amuſe the old Lady and Mrs, S»!- 
lex about drefling my Wound, whye you Ty off De- 


rinda. 3 


L. Bour. Gentlemen, cou 4 we underſtand how you 
wou'd be gratified for the Services— 


Arch. Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
Complements z I'm wounded, Madam. 
L. B:un. And Nirs. Sul. How.! wounded ! 
Der. I hope, Sir, you have received no hurt ? 
Aim. None but what you may cure 
[ Makes Love in Sad ſhew. 
L. Poon, Let me ſec your Arm, Sir — I muſt have 
ſome Powder-ſugar to ſtop the Blood —— O me ! an 
ugly Gaſh, upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into Bed, 
Arch. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well —— 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen] will eons do me the Favour 
to conduct me to a Chamber? * 


L. Boun. Do, do, Davgh ter, —— while I get the 
Lint, and the Probe, and Plaiſter ready. 


{ Runs out one Ways Aimwell carries of Dorinda 
" anothor,, © 
| Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your | 
Mother's Commands F 


Mrs. Su/. How can you, after what 1s paſt, have the 
Confidence to aſk me ? 


Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the Confidence to deny me ? —— 
Was not this Blood ſhed in your Defence, and my Life 
expos'd for your ProteCtion ?— Look'e, Madam, I'm 
none of your Romantick Fools, that fight Giants and 
Monſters for nothing ; my Valour is downright Sw/s; 
] am a Soldier of Fortune, and muſt be 

Mrs. Sul. Fis ungenerous in you, 917, to upbraid 
me with your Services. 


Arch, * I's ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward *em, 


_ Mrs, $4. How! at the Expence of, my Hodove. 
Arch. Honour ! Can Honour conliſt with Ingrati- 
tude ? Lf you wou'd deal like a Woman of Honour, do 


like 
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like a Man of Honour ; D'ye think T wou'd deny you IM " 


 j3n ſuchaCaie? | a 
| 5 Po Ge nagar Farmer | { 
Ser, Madam, my Lady ordcr'd me to tel! ou, | 

ur Brother 15 beth at Ns Gate. - lg PI : " 0 
Mrs. Su{. My Brother !! Heayeng'þe prais'd !—Sir, : 

he (hall thank you for your Scr ViCes z he has It 1n his F 

- POWs” (7 IT II oye NG, Mi 
Arch. Who is your Brother, Madam ? t 


' Airs. Sul Str Ch. Freeman ;-——You'll excuſe me, 
Sir; { muſt go and yeceive him. . 
Arch, Sir harles Freeman { *Sdeath and Hell — 
| My cold Acquaintance Now, unleſs Azmayel{ has made F 
| good uſe of his Time, all our fair Machine goes ſouze if ; 
nto. the Sea, like an Zdiftone. [(FExii, Ws 


: g C I N E, ebanges fo the Gallery in the fame Houſe, | 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Der, Well, well, my Lord, you have conquer'd; 
your late generous Action will, I hope, plead for my 
eaſy yielding ; tho' I muſt own, your Laxdihip had a IW* 
Friend in the Fort before, "Ay | 

Aim, The Sweets of Hyb{a dwell upon her Tongue 
e—— Here, DoQtor— 


Enter Folgard with a Book, bi 


Foig. Are you prepar'd hoat ? | 1 
Dor. I'm ready ; But firſt, my Lord, ene Word-= 
[. have a frightful Example of a haſty Marriage in my 
own Family z when I refle upon't, jt ſhocks me, 
Pray, my Lord, conſider a little— | 
r Aim. Conſider ! Do you doubt my Honour, or my 
ove } | | 
Dor. Neither : I do believe you-equally Juſt as Bravo 
—— And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to 
chaſe, I ſhou'd not caſt a Look ypon the Multitude if 
u were abſent—But, my Loxd, 'm a Woman ; Co- 
ours, Concealments may bide a thouſand Faylts in 
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me—Therefore know'me better fiſt 5. E hardly dars 
afirm-1 knew my ielf inany thung except my Love... 

Aim, Such Goodneſs who. cou'd injure! L find my 
ſelf unequal to the Taſk; of Villain 3; (be has gain'd my. 
Soul, and made it honeſt like her awn—1 cannot hurt. 
| her. { {/ide ] DoGor, retire { Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
behold your Lover and. your Froielyte, and.judge of my 


Paſſion - by my Converſion - I'm all a Lye, nop 


terfeit, except my Fallian.--. 1-7 ant 57; 
Dor. Forbid it, Heaven? A Counterfeit! _ __ 
Aim. 1 am. uo Lard,: but a povor needy Man, come 

with a mean,. a ſcandalous Deſign ta .prey. upon your: | 

Fortune ;—But ,the Beauyes pa ou Mind and Per. 

ſon have ſa won me from my {elf, that, like a-truſty 

Servant, I prefer the Intereit of my Miſtreſs to my awn, 
Der. Sure, I have had the Dream of ſome poor Ma. 

riner, a fleeping Image' of a welcame Part, and wake 

1nvoly'd in Storms. —— Pray, vir, who are. you? 
Aim. Brother to the Man whoſe Title I uſurp'd, but 
Stranger to.his Honour or his Fortune. 


dare I give a Fiction to your Arms z, Un all a-Cauny 


Der. .Mateble 6 'Hanaity 1—Onoe 1 wes: rounds Sin” © 


of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
ou want it ; Now T can ſhew, my Love way. juſtly 
levell'd, and 'had'no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in, 


Enter Foigard .at one Door, Gipſcy at arather, 4who 
LD whiſpers Dorinda. Re, 
Your Pardon, Sir ; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir, 
| You muſt excuſe me—PIL wait on you preſently, _ 
: \ [Exit with Gipſey, 
Fiig. Upon my Shoul, now, dis is fooliſh | Exif, 
Aim. Gone! and bid the Prieft depart It has an 
ominous Look, $19"14 of | | 
Enter Archer. | 
Arch. Courage, Tom-—Shall I wiſh you Joy ? 
Aim. No. $5: OS aol | 
Arch. Oons.! Man, what ha' you been doing} 
Aim. O Archer, my Honeſty, 1 fear, hasruin'd me, 
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Aim. 'I have diſcover'dimy ſelf. _ 
Arch. Diſcover'd! And without my Conſent i ?W har 

Have I embark'd'my ſmall Remains in the ſame Bot. 

tom with yours; and ”_ diſpoſe of” all $$ my. 

Partnerſhip ? 

- Aim. O Archer, I own my Fault. | : 

_ £rch, After Conviction—*?TFis then too late for Par. 
don—You may remember, Mr. Ainwell, that you 
pos'd this Folly—As you begun, fo endit—Hencetorth 
I'll hunt my Fortune fingle—So farewel. _ 

Aim. Stay my dear Archer, but-a Minute. 

| Arch. Stay! What tobe deſpis'd, expos'd, andlaugh'd 
at! —— No, I wou'd ſooner change Conditions with 

the worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bex 
one. ſcornful Smile from the Pee Ie that once 

I treated as my Equal. | 
Aim. What Knight ?_ ot. 

- Arch. Sir Charles Freeman; Brother to ts Lady that 
F had almoit—— Bat no matter for that,” *tis a curſed 
Night's Work, and-ſol leave you to makethe bet on't. 

Aim, Freeman !———— One Word, Archer. Still [ 
have Hopes; methought ſhe receiv'd my Confeſſ 

with pleaſure. - 

' Arch. *Sdeath, who. doubts it * 

Aim. She conſented after to the Match ; "he full I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt, 

\ - Arch, Toher ſelf, I warrant 2s as you ſhou'd hare 

been. 

' Aim. By all my Hopes ſhe comes, and ling come:. 


\ Buer Dorinda RE VE gay. 
Der. Come, my dear Lord—I fly with Impatience 
to your Arms The Minutes of my Abſence was a 
tedious Year, Where's this Fneſ ? | 


/-- . Emer Foigurd. 
Ins Oons, a heave Girl ! 
Der. 1 ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman 3 1s pr 
to our Aﬀairs? — 
4 ch, Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father, 


Dri 
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Der. Come, Prieſt, do your Office. | 
Arch. Make _ make haſte ; ; couple *em any way. , 
[7s akes Ainwell's and.) Come, Madam, I'm to give 


my Der. My Mind's alter'd ; I won't. 
Arch. Eh 
Aim. I'm confounded. | 
 Foig. Upon my Shoul, and oi iq my elf, 

gt þ What's the Matter now, Madam? _ 

Der. Look'e, Sir, one generous Attion deſerves ano- 
ther. —— This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to, 
hide nothing from me ; my Juſtice engages me to con-. 
ceal nothing from him : In ſhort, Sir, you are the Perſon 
that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the trus 
Lord Viſcount Aimwell, and T wiſh your Lordſhip Joy. - 
Now, Prieſt, you may be gone ; if my Lord is now, 
pleas'd with the Match, let his Lordſhip marry me in 
the Face, of the World. | 

Aim, Archer, W hat does ſhe mean ? 

. Dor. Here's a Witneſs for my 'Truth. 


_  Emnter Sir Chatles and Mrs. Sullen, 
Sir Ch. My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you Joy. 
_ Aim. Of what ? | 

Sir Ch. Of your Honour and Fftate. Your Brother 
_ died the Day before I left London ; and all your Friends 
| have writ after you to Bruſſels ; among the reſt I did my: 
ſelf the Honour, | 
| Jrch, Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't you "ORR now ? 

Sir Ch, *Tis Truth, upon my Honour. 

Aim, Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 
Accident. 

- Arch. Thanks to the Womb of Time that brought 
it forth ; away with it. 

Aim. Thanks to my Guardian An gel that led me to 
the Prize- [Taking Dorinda's Hand. 

Arch. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My Lord, I wiſh you Joy. M Y Lady, I 


wiſh Fo wt Joy I gad, Sir Freeman, you're the ho- 
neſte Fellow trig. _ *$death, I'm grown ſirangely 
Vol. IL. | Q airy 


= -- —— 
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airy upon this Matter —— My Lord, how. d'ye ? —. 
A Word, my Lord : Don't you remember ſomething 
ofa previous em ring that entitles me to the Moiety 
of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will amount 
to five thouſand Pound ? 

Aim. Not a Penny, Archer : You wou'd ha' cut my 
"fag juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this 
one” RE. | , - 

Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your Throat till, if you 


| ſhou'd deceive her now. | © 


_ Aim. That's what Iexpet ; and to end the Diſpute, 
the Lady's Fortune 1s 'Ten thouſand Pound, we'll di. 
vide Stakes ; take” the *P, en thouſand Pound, or the 


Dor. How ! is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent ? 


Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his Lordſhip knows very 
well, that Il take the Money; I leave you to his 


Lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for, 


"Banter Foigard. | 
Foig. Arra, fait, de People do fay you be all robb'd, 


Joy. | | | 
| Aim. The Ladies have been in ſome Danger, Sir, 
as you ſaw. 29 Ty 


Foig Upon my Shoul our Inn be rob to0. 


— im, Our Inn! By whom? 


Foig. Upon my Shalwation, ourLandlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid da Money. | 
_ Arch, Robb'd himſelf! 4 ERS 
Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred' Pounds, 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred Pound ! 
_ Feig. Yes fait Honny, that T did owe to him, 
Aim. Our Money's gone, Frank. 
Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench 1s gone —— 
Scawez wpus quelque choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry ? 


Enter a Fellow with a firong Box and a Letter. 

Fell. Is there one Martin here? | 
arch. Ay, ay, who wants him ? 

Fell. T have a Box here and a Letter for him. 


' Arch. 
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Arch. [Taking the Box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here ? 
Legerdemain ! By this Light, my Lord, our Money 
again? But this unfolds the Riddle. [Opening the Let- 
ter, reads.] Hum, hum, hum—O, tis for the publick 
Good, and muſt be communicated to the Company. 


Mr. Martin, Ln 21 | 
FAY Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
e'* Rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off; but if 
you can procure him a Pardon, hell mate great Diſcove- 
ries that may be uſeful to the Country : Cou'd I hawe 
met you inſtead of your Maſter t9-night, I woud hawe 
deliver d my ſelf into your Hands, with a Sum that much 


exceeds that-in your flrong Box, which I hawe ſent you, 


ewith an Aſſurance to my dear Martin, that I ſhall ever 
be his moſt faithful Friend till Death, 


There's a Billet-doux for you — As for the. Father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daugh- 
tcr——Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take 
her into her Service inſtead of Grp/ey. | 

Aim. 1 can aſſure you, Madam, your Deliverancs 
was owing to her Diſcovery, oY 

Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. Pll take care of her. . 

Sir Ch. This good Company meets opportunely in 


favour of a Deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 


W 


Cherry Boniface. 


_ Siſter: | intend to part her from her Huſband—Gen- | 


tlemen, will you aſliſt me ? : 
Arch. Aftiit you | *Sdeath, who wou'd not ? 
Foig. Ay, upon my Shoul, we'll all asſhift, 


Enter Sullen.. | 


Sul. What's all this ?—They tell-me, Spouſe, that: 


you had like to have been robb'd. 


Mrs. Sul. Truly, Spouſe, I was pretty ncar ic—=— 


Had not theſe two Gentlemen interpos'd. 
Sul, How came theſe Gentlemen here? _ - 
| Q 2 | . Mrs. 
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with his Wife! © 


« Fag. Upon my Conſbienge dere Accaunts vil agre 


Mrs, Su/, That's his way of returning Thanks, you 
muſt know, i | 

Fiig. Ay, but upon my Conſhience de Queſtion be 
apropo for all dat. 7 | 
Sir Ch, You promis'd laſt Night, Sir, that you wouls 
deliver your Lady to me this Morning. 

Sul. Humph. FL: Fes 

Arch. Hnmph! What do you mean by Humph ?— 
Sir you ſhall deliver her :— In ſhort, Sir, we have 
ſay'd you and your Family ; and if you are not civil, 


we'll unbind the Rogues, join with *em, and ſet fire to 


your Houſe — What does the Man mean ? Not part 


Feig. Arra, not part wid your Wite ! Upon my Shoul 


de Man doſh not underſtand common Shavility. 


Mrs. Su/, Hold, Gentlemen, all things here muſt 


move by Conſent ; Compulfion would ſpoil us : Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ſhall 


zudge tt between us, | | 3 
Sx], Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges; 


F Rs Sir, who are you ? 


Sir Ch. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take a- 


way your Waite, | 


Sul. And you, good Sir ? | 

Aim. Charles Viicount Aimwell, come to take away 
your Siſter. | | | | 

Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer, Fiiq; come—— 

Sul. To take 'away my. Mother, I hope— Gentte- 


men, you're heartily welcome : I never met with thres 


more. obliging People ſince I was born —— And now, 
my Dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt Werd, 
Arch And the laſt, for five Pound. — [46 


Mrs. &u/, Spouſe. 
Sul, Rib. | : 
Mrs. Sa/. How long have you been 'marry'd ? 
Sul. By the Almanack, fourteen Months ;—but by 


._ my Account, fourteen Years. 


Mrs. Sul. 'Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 


of 


I'Ss 
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Mrs. Sul. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for ? 
Sul. To get an Heir to my Eftate. ; 
Sir Ch, And have you ſucceeded ? - 

Sul. No. 
Arch. The Condition fails of his Side. ——Pray, . 

Madam, what did you marry for ? 
Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the Weakneſs of my Sex by 

the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Pleaſures oo an * 

agreeable Society.. . 

Sir Ch.» Are your. ExpeRations anſwer'd ? - 

Mrs. Sul. No. — 

Fiig. Arra Honeys, a clear Caaſe, a clear Caaſe ! 

Sir Th. What are the Bars to your mutual Content- 
ment? 

| Mrs. Su. In the firſt place, I can't drink Ale with 

him. 

=..." Suh Noe: can I drinks Tea with her.. 

Mrs. Su/. 1 can't hunt with you.- 

841. Nor can I dance with you. 

Mrs. Sz. I hate Cocking and Racing, 
Sul. And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. - 

Mrs. Sal. Your Silence 1s intolerable. - 
$41. Your Prating 1s worſe. - 

Mrs. Su/. Have we not been a perpetual Offence to 
each other—— A gnawing Vulture-at the Heart ? 

Sul. A frightful Gobling to the Sight. - 

Mrs. $1. A Porcupine to the Feeling.. - 

Sul, Perpetual Wormwood tothe Taſte. 

Mrs. Sul. Is.there on earth a thing we. can agree in? - 

Sul, Yes——to part. 
_ Mrs. $41. With all _'s Heart. . 
. Cul, Your Hand., 

Mrs. Sul. Here. 

4 Sul, Theſe Hands For us, thele ſhall part uS— - 
way 
Mes. Sul. North. 

Sul. South. . 

Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. | X 

Sul, Weſt; far as the Poles aſunder. 

Fug. Upon:my Shoul, 1 very pretty Sheremony. 


3. 2 : | _D1F--* 


ow 
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Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sulhe, there wants only ay Siſ 
ter's Fortune to make us ealy. 

Sul. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter, and I love her 
Fortune ; every one to his Fancy. 

Arch. Then you won't refund ? 

Sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch. What is her Portion ? 

Sir Ch. Ten thouſand Pound, Sw. 

Arch. Vl pay it : my Lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and if the Lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall home with me. 
This Night's Adventure has prov'd ely lucky to 
vs all — For Captain Gibber, in his Walk, has made 
bold, Mr. Sulkn, with your Study and Eſcritore, and 
has taken out all the Writings of your Eſtate, all the 
Articles of Marriage with your Lady, Bills, Bonds, 
Leaſes, Receipts, to an infinite Value ; I took 'em / 
from him, and I deliver them to Sir Charles. | 

[ Giares him a Parcel of Papers and Parchments. 

Gul, How, my Writings ! my Head akes conſumed. 

ty.—Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, but 
f can't tale. If you have a mind, vir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my Siſter's Weddi and my Di- 
.vorce, you may command my Houſe ! but my Head 
akes conſumedly :—Scrub, bring me a Dram. 
Arch. Madam [To Mrs. Sull.] there's a Country- 
| Dance to the Trifle that I ſung to-day 3 your Hand, 
and we'll lead 1 it up. 

| Here a Dance. 

Arch. *T'wou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe Par- 

ties 1s the better pleas'd, the Couple join'd, or the 
Couple parted; the one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 

| Happineſs, and the other in their Deliverance from an 
expenenc'd Miſery. 


Both happy in their ſeveral States, ave find : 

7 hyje parted by Con/ent, and thoſe conjoin'd, 

Conjent, if mutual, Javes the Lawyer's Fee ; 
Conſent is Law enough to ſet you free. 


The End of the Fifth ACT, 
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Deſign'd to be ſpoke in the Beaux 
ES) . To 


F* to our Play your Tudgment can't be kind, 
4 Let its expiring Author Pity find : 
Survey its mournfu' Caſe with melting Eyes, 
Nor let the Bard be damn'd before he dies. 
Forbear you Fair, on his laſt *cene to frown, 
But his true Exit with a Plaudit crown; © 


_ Then ſhall the ging Poet ceaſe to fear 


The dreadful Knell, while your applauſe he hears. 

At LeuQtra /o the Conguring Theban dy'd, om 
Claim'd his Friends Praiſes, but their 1 ears deny'd : 
Pleas'd in the Pangs of Death, he greatly thought 
Conqueſt with Los of Life but cheaply bought. 
The Difference this, the Greek was one wor'd fight, 

As brave, tho' not ſo gay, as Serjeant Kite : 

Ye *ons of Will's, what's that to thoſs who write! }) 
To Thebes alone the Grecian ow'd his Bays, | 
You may the Bard above the Hero raiſe, Ge 
Since yours is greater than Athenian Praiſe. 


SONG 


(90) 


WHI<D Dd ett 


ae SONG of- EIT 
an by Archer in the Third A. 


Trifling Song you ſpall hear, 
Begun with a Triſe and ended : 
Alt 1 rifling People draw near, 
And 1 hall be nobly attended... 


Were it not for Trifles, 6 a feaw, 
T hat lately have come into Play; 

T he Men wou'd want ſomething to do, 
Hnd the Women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes Men tri ifle in Dreſſing ? ? 
| Becauſe the Ladies (they know) 


Admire, by often Poſſe(jing, 
T. bat eminent Trifle a Beau. 


W "90 the Lower his Moments has erifes, 
The Trifle of Trifles to gain : 

| No ſeconer the Virgin is rifled, 

But a Trifle ſhall part *em again.. 


What mortal Man wou'd be able 
At White's Half an Hour to fit ? 
Or who cou'd bear a Tea-Table, 
ens talking of Trifles for Wit i Ah 


T he Court is from Triflcs p ng 
Gold Keys are no 1 rifies, we ſee c 
White Rods are no Trifles, Pm ſure, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 
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But if you will £o to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly breed, 
The Levee will ſhow you his Grace 
Makes Promiſes Trifles indeed. 


A Coach with fix Footmen behind, 
] count neither Trifle nor Sin: 
But, ye Gods ! how oft to ve find 

A ſeandalous Trifle within? 


' A Flaſk of Champaign, People think it 

| A Trifle, or ſomething as bad: 

But if you'll contrive how to drink its 
You'll find it no Trifle egad. 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea 

A Widew's a Trif'e in Sorrow © 

A Peace is a Trifle to-day, | 
Who knows zvhat may happen to-morrow. 


' A Black Coat a Trifle may cloak,890 © 
- Or to hide it, the Red may endeavour * 
But if once the Army is broke, 

We jhall have more Triftes than ever.. 


The Stage is a Trifte, they /ay, 

The Rechen, phe yon 6/4 | 
Becauſe at ea”ry new Play, _ 
The Houſe they with Trifes ſo throng. 
| But with People's Malice to Trife, 
And to ſet us all on a Foot : S- 
The Author of this is a Trift, 

And bis Song is a Trif.e to boot. 
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